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The arrival 


Author's Notes: 

This AU fic idea came to me as a fantasy and fun way to pair two of my favorite guitarists, Jason Becker and 
John 5 (and having David Lee Roth as a secondary weirdo character is funny tool) It is also a kind of wishful 
attempt on my part to create an alternative reality in which Jason Becker would have had the bright future 
everyone predicted for him with David Lee Roth or other bands and playing solo if it hadn't been for that 
goddam ALS.. 


John opened his eyes. He was standing in a bright spot in the middle of nowhere or in a big empty room. It was 
impossible to tell whether he was indoors or outdoors because the light around him was too strong. He felt a 


light breeze brush across his face and he therefore concluded he must have been outside. 


It was like waking up from a bad hangover except for the fact that he didn't feel any headache. He just felt 
groggy and disoriented as well as tired He didn't quite remember how last night ended, where he went and how. 
He wasn't used to get that drunk and clearly he must have been pretty hammered to blank out completely and 
forget everything about yesterday's events. 


John took a few steps towards what seemed like the entrance gate of a park, even if there were no trees or 
green grass in sight. There was a very thick layer of fog covering whatever was beyond the gated entryway. 
As he approached closer, he swore that another man had suddenly appeared in front of the gate. 


"Hello, young man! What's your name?," a cheerful blond guy dressed in an all-white three-piece suit asked 


John. 
"What is this place?," John asked totally confused. "Where am |?" 


‘Oh, I'm sorry. Of course.. Most people don't see the big neon sign hanging above the gate," the guy said while 
pointing at a sparkling gold sign floating 20 feet up in the air. 


The sign said ‘Up Here’. 

"Bad news, you're dead. Good news, you're in almost in Heaven. You're in what we call Up Here" 

"I'm what?" John exclaimed. 

"Dead. Last night, car accident" 

The blond guitarist was trying to find back any possible memories of last night to try to understand whether 
what he just heard was correct or if this was just a bad joke or a nightmare. Unfortunately, as weird as 
everything was, it all felt very real. He had absolutely no facts to back this up but he was thinking this was 
perhaps the explanation. The reason he couldn't remember last night was possibly because last night he had 
died. This was the kind of situation where you had to go with your gut's feeling and he had a pretty good 
hunch that things weren't right anymore. 

"A car accident? And | didn't make it?" 

‘Obviously not. | got you here on my list. 27 year-old male, white Caucasian, platinum blond, John 5?" 

John nodded. 

‘Its not your real name, is it?" 

‘Its what | go by." 

‘Sure, but | guess your parents weren't called Mr. and Mrs. 5, were they?" 


"Are you actually asking me this?," John answered a litle bit irritated. 


"Doesn't matter. It's not like you're going to get mail while Up Here anyway.” 


"And who are you?," John asked. 

I'm Dave, Diamond Dave. You can call me Diamond" 

John stared at him with a baffled look. 

"Just kidding. Dave will do. Relax. l'm the CEO of this place." 
"The CEO?" 

"Chief Efficiency Officer Up Here." 

"So is this some kind of.. Purgatory?" 


"No. You're going to Heaven, dear. Don't worry. But not right now. I'll give you some stuff to read about this 
place later but for now, here is the main thing. Certain categories of people go straight to Heaven and for 
others, there is a transition place like this one where they are first staying for a while. We did notice in the 
past that everyday life on earth for most musicians was not really similar to what Heaven has to offer for 
eternity. So to avoid too much of a cultural shock, now we're getting musicians here first for a little bit and 
we get you guys in the mood to transition towards the big thing later on, Heaven, where all is white and quiet 
and shiny and clean 


John was still trying to process the whole situation and was only listening partially to what that loud and 
animated blond guy was saying. 


"You can follow me now. | will show you where you'll stay while you're here with us." 


The guitarist followed Dave through the gate into the fog. As soon as he stepped into the thick cloud that was 
covering the area, the fog dissipated and he had a vast green park in front of him, with huge trees and white 
buildings scattered around in the distance. John was still completely confused about his situation and his new 
surroundings but he followed Dave without asking anything further. 


Dave took John to what he called the ‘residence’ and left him on his own to settle in his room. The place was 
like a big hotel where he was given a key to a specific room on the 4th floor. As he was exploring the room, 
he noticed that the closet in the bedroom was full of clothes that seemed to be his size. His new wardrobe 
was like the type and style of clothes he would have worn, except all white, like most of the décor and 
furniture in the room. 


There was a bathroom next to the bedroom and the rest of the room was composed of the entrance and 
living room area with a large sofa and a couple of armchairs. There was no TV and the lights were on but he 


couldn't seem to find where the switch was to turn them off. 


John sat in one of the plushy armchairs and tried to collect his thoughts into something coherent. If this was 
his new reality and he was actually dead, there was really no way he would get away from here. He had to 


make the best of it and learn to adapt. 


After a moment, he stood up and walked around his new place. While doing so, he caught a glance of himself in 
a full length mirror near the entrance of the room. Apparently, he was still wearing the clothes he had on at 
the moment of the accident since they were all dirty and stained with blood. Even if he didn't remember 
anything of the accident, it was obvious from the state of his outfit that he had had a rough night. 


His face and body didn't feel anything, though. He hadn't thought about that till that moment but now he was 
curious. He started to take off his clothes and sure enough, once he was almost naked, and after a close 
inspection in the mirror, there were no bruises, cuts or any wounds on him. No signs of the accident. He didn't 


feel anything broken. 


John was still trying to wrap his head around what he had been told and what he saw around. Since his clothes 
were dirty and he had a full wardrobe, he decided he would change. However, before putting on something 
clean, he would first take a shower. He walked away from the mirror and took off his underwear. He discarded 
them with the rest of the clothes that were piling up on the floor next to the bed and stepped into the 


bathroom. 


As he headed for the shower, he felt something was off. He apprehensively glanced down at himself and gasped 
when he saw nothing. Nothing as in there was nothing where there should have been something. He had no dick 
or balls. No junk. No-thing. Smooth as a Ken doll. 


"What the fuck !?," he cried out loud. 


He wrapped a towel around his hips before rushing out of the bathroom. He sat on the edge of the bed and 
picked up the papers that Dave had handed over to him before leaving. Dave had told him there was a FAQ 
booklet which would answer most of his practical questions. The whole thing was pretty absurd to John but 
there was not much else he could do so he picked up his welcome pack and leafed frantically through the little 
guidebook. There was an index at the end. The blond guitarist looked at what kind of words or entries were 
listed and his eyes eventually stopped on the word ‘body’. He checked the page of reference and started to 


read, 


There was a lot of info about how the body of the deceased person would remain in the state it was at the 
moment of the death, except for any injuries or traces of illnesses that would have caused death. The article 
was also explaining that the body would not be aging anymore and that there wouldn't be any need to feed or 
drink Most bodily functions related to feeding or drinking would also no longer be used. 


There were a few more paragraphs that he read quickly as they didn't seem to contain any meaningful 
information for his problem, except the last one. 


Genitalia being no longer needed for reproductive purposes, they will have disappeared from the body.’ 


John read that last sentence a couple more times, till he realized what that actually meant. 


The guitarist 


Author's Notes: 
After this story kick-off week-end, I'll post chapter updates on Wednesdays, Fridays and Sundays (for anyone 


who reads or is interested in following this fic). 


It had probably been a few days now that John was in this Up Here place. He was starting to get used to his 
new life, if you can call ‘life’ what dead people experience. There wasn't much to do, though, and his physical 
needs having been reduced to the bare minimum, his days were long and boring so far. The place was also 
oddly empty. There were people around, supposedly all musicians, but probably not very well-known ones as he 
didn't recognize anybody. Everyone seemed to keep to themselves and avoid one another. People would politely 
nod at each other when they met and walked around but there wasn't much interaction among them. John had 
always been a social person and he hated the isolation. He had tried to start a few conversations with some 
people he ran into as he was wandering around the place but all of them hurried away from him without 
addressing him back. 


John had many questions bugging him. After reading the FAQ guidebook he had received from Dave when he 
arrived, he still lacked answers to many of them. He needed to go and find back Dave and speak with him. He 
wanted to understand why he was here and what he was supposed to do and for how long and what was in 

store for him afterwards. 


Dave was mentioned in one of the welcome pack brochures as the reference person for any inquiry. The 
document stated that that he had an office where he could be found during business hours, whatever that 
meant here. John had picked up the map of the area he was given and was trying to find the location of his 
office among all those oddly shaped white buildings which were all different but at the same time looked pretty 


much alike. 


Finally, after what seemed like an hour of circling around, because finding one's way in a place that has no 


street names is not so easy, John stopped in front of a large building where a shiny gold plate read Mr. 


Diamond Dave - CEO John shook his head at the name and title of the guy but rang the bell anyway. 


He waited a little bit and rang once more. Nobody came to open the door, even after the second attempt. He 
tried to open the door but it was locked. John tried to peek inside but it was impossible to see whether there 


was someone in as all the windows were made of dark tinted glass. 
The blond walked around the block and the buildings nearby looking for a possible alternative entrance. There 
was none and also no one around who he could go to and ask for info on when Dave would be back or what the 


actual business hours were. 


He started walking away, frustrated about the whole time he had spent looking for the place without finding 


the guy. On his way, John decided to walk back using a different route than the one he had taken for coming 
there, in order to explore a little bit more of the surroundings. That was possible the only positive things 
about this location, he thought. It looks good, although a little bit artificial and too clean to his tastes but at 
least, it was nature and it reminded him of earth and normal life. 

As he walked through what seems like a large ornamental garden with a pond in the middle, he heard the 
familiar sound of a guitar. At first he thought he was imagining it but the sound became distinctly louder as 
he continued to walk. Finally, he spotted a silhouette sitting on the ground. Someone was there playing guitar. 
John stopped and listened. Whoever it was, he was really good. He walked closer, approaching the musician from 
one side. The guy looked very young and hadn't seen him arriving at his level. 

"You're damn good, kid," John said. 

The guitarist stopped and raised his head to see who was talking to him. 

‘tm not a kid. I'm 20," the guitarist replied 

‘Sorry, it was just a way of speaking. Even more impressive then knowing you're 20 only." 

The younger guy was looking at him strangely. 

"You look like an angel but you have no wings," he said while blushing a little. 

John chuckled. 

"l'm no angel." 

‘| meant it literally. They have white hair like you but usually longer." 

"You've seen angels? | thought they were only in Heaven" 

"They come here regularly but they don't stay very long" 

"My name's John" 

"Hi, John" 

"What's your name?" 


The younger guitarist resumed his playing but kept looking at John with a smile. 


"His name is Jason Eli Becker, Mr. 5," a voice announced from behind. 


The younger guitarist stopped playing and smiling. John turned around. Dave was standing behind him. 
"I think you were looking for me earlier. ls that correct?" 
"Yes, | was. How do you know?" 


"I know," Dave simply said. "| am available now, if you still would like to see me. I'll be in my office," Dave stated 


before walking away. 

"I'll be there in a short while," John answered. 

When Dave was a little further away, John addressed the younger man again. 
"I have the impression you don't like him." 

"No, | don't," the young musician said with a hint of sadness in his voice. 
"Why?" 

"It doesn't matter why. Why did he call you Mr. 5?" 

"Because my name is John 5" 

"That's a fun name." 

"And you're Jason, he said?" 

Jason shook his head. 

"Didn't he say your name was Jason?" 

"| don't like my name. Too common" 

"Should | call you by your second name, then? Eli?" 

The younger guy's face lit up. 

"Nobody ever did.. But | like it. It sounds much better. 

John sat on the ground in front of him. 


"Where did you get the guitar?" 


"Why?," Eli asked, 

"| was playing guitar as well before arriving here. Id like to get one too. 

Eli seemed immediately more interested in the stranger when he heard that. 

"There's a place where you can go and get anything you want," Eli explained. "That's where | got the guitar.” 
"But | have no money," John stated 

"You don't need money here. It's free. You just pick what you want 

That was one of the first good news John had heard since he had arrived, 

"Where is that place?" 


"Hard to explain," Eli answered. "There are no street names, you saw that, all the buildings are white, so.. | can 


walk you there, if you want. It's not far from here." 
"Ok, thanks," John said, not even remembering that he originally wanted to go and talk to Dave. 


John held out his hand to help Eli stand up and after picking up his guitar, the younger guy gestured for John 


to follow him. 


After stopping by what seems like the biggest department store he had ever seen, John and Eli walked back to 
the residence together. John had picked up a guitar which eerily looked like his favorite Telecaster, although 
this one didn't have any brand name. The other amazing thing was that you didn't need any amp to play an 
electric guitar. It seemed to work out of thin air instead of electricity. And talking about that, John 
remembered he still had not managed to master the light system in his room, which was another electricity- 


related mystery. 
As they walked into the hotel, John asked Eli about what bothered him. 


"Do you know how the lights work in the room?," John asked him. "I can't find any switch and sometimes they 


are on or off but.. | don't know how to turn them on or off. It's getting on my nerves." 
"IIl show you," Eli offered. 
John took him to his room. Eli walked in carefully, as if he wasn't allowed in there. 


It's the first time | go into someone else's room here," he told John. "My room is identical. | guess they all are 


the same." 


John wasn't very worried about his room décor or lay-out for now. He just wanted to know how to operate 


the lights. 
"So, you see, the lights are on and.. How do | turn them off?" 
"You just have to think about turning them off" 

"What?" 


"You think it, in your head. You probably wished the lights were on or off at some moments and that's why 
they turned on or off. You just didn't realize." 


John looked at him in complete disbelief. Then he recalled that he could play his electric guitar without plugging 
it into anything and he stopped trying to think logically for a moment. Instead, he told himself that he wanted 
the lights off and as expected, the room went all dark. 

"Shit..." John exhaled. 

"Yes, it's a bit disconcerting at first but you'll get used to it" 

John made the lights turn on again. 

"You can dim them too, if you want it not too bright" 

The older guitarist looked at Eli and shook his head before starting to laugh. 

"Why is that not in the goddamn FAQ guidebook?," John wondered. 

"Dave should have showed you. He must have forgotten" 

Eli walked up to the window of John's room. His own room was on the 3rd floor so the view was not as good 
as from John's floor. From high up there, he could see much more of this improbable Up Here world - or 
whatever it was - expanding well beyond what his eyes could see. 

"How long have you been here?," John asked. 

Eli shrugged and continued to look through the window. 

"| don't know. A while, | suppose. | died in October 1989. Since you just passed away, what day was it?" 


John gulped at the reply he had just heard. 


It was May 1998," 


Eli turned around with a socked look on his face. 
"q years? Oh, shit..." 
John definitely liked the guy. He was a breath of fresh air in what seemed like a golden cage. 


"How come you're talking to me? You know, being nice and social? | tried to talk to several people here and 


nobody would even reply," John said. 


"| don't know. | was thinking the same. People usually avoid me but you seemed nice. | haven't really talked to 


anyone since I've been here." 

"Can | ask what happened? | mean, your death," John asked. 

"Brain aneurysm. You?" 

"Car accident. We were coming back from a party after a concert." 

"A concert you went to see or you were playing at?" 

"I was playing, it was my band. We were pretty good, getting a bit famous, we had a record out” 


Eli ran a hand in his long brown hair and looked distracted for an instant. Then he looked back at John with this 


hint of sadness and melancholy on his face again. 
| had just signed a record deal, a few weeks before | died." 
‘lm sorry. That sucks." 


"I thought there was nothing after you die. You know? That would be it. Big oblivion. Unfortunately, this is way 
worse than oblivion. | think this is actually hell but they don't tell us." 


| was a good guy. | wouldn't end up in hell," John said jokingly. 
Eli laughed. 


| was a good guy too. | don't think it makes any difference," the younger guitarist said. 


The friendship 


It was becoming more and more impossible for John to realize how long he had been there. He had taken up 
the habit to stop referring to time with expressions like yesterday and fomorrow but it was an uncomfortable 


feeling to have no time reference to attach to his routine and activities. 


Time was passing and John was waiting. That's all he could be sure of. There were no days and nights over 
there. He would still go to bed and sleep but since there wasn't much to do around here and he wasn't very 
tired in general, he didn't know whether his days or nights were as long as they were back when he was alive. 
Anyway, back then, he was more of a nighttime creature. That's when he would go out to play gigs, party 
afterwards and hang around with his friends. 


Now, he was mainly hanging around with Eli. They had quickly become friends and were spending more and 
more time together. They were playing guitar but they were also talking a lot. To a large extent, the younger 
guitarist had become the only thing that made this place bearable for John. 


John learnt that despite his incredible talent, Eli hadn't done much when he was still alive. His life had been cut 
short just after he got signed with a record company and got a deal for putting out an album. So when John 
and him started talking more, the younger guitarist was asking him a lot of questions. He had been shy at first 
but after a while, he had gotten comfortable and he was very curious about John's life in the band, being a 
studio musician, recording an album and playing concerts. Sometimes John would tell him about a band he had 
seen live or an event he had attended but Eli wouldn't seem to know what the other guy was talking about. It 
was odd at first but then John would remember that Eli had passed away earlier than him. It was only nine 


years but it made quite a difference, especially in the microcosm of the LA. music scene. 


Up Here was supposed to be filled with musicians but meeting people and interacting with them remained 
difficult for some unknown reasons. Eli was still the first and only person who seemed social and who had 


talked back to John when he had approached him. 


Most of the times, the younger guitarist was in a good mood, except when their conversations or something 
external reminded him of his condition and reality here. In those moments, Elis cheerful eyes would turn off 


and tint themselves with sadness. 


That afternoon - or was it a morning?- the two men were walking around. Eli was a few feet ahead of John 
He was dressed all in white, as usual and like everyone else in this place. His long wavy brown hair was 
cascading past his shoulders and contrasting with the white of his t-shirt. He was wearing ripped white jeans 
that were hugging him tightly around the hips and a pair of no longer so white worn-out sneakers. 


John caught himself checking him out. It was not the first time. He had to admit that he was growing quite 
fond of the young guy, not only because he was a wonderfully talented musician and he was friendly and great 
company but also because John couldn't get enough of looking at him. He was thin and almost fragile looking 


but at the same time, he didn't look effeminate. He was a frigging handsome young guy and John had always 


had a weakness for guys with long hair. 


At the time of his car accident, John was single. He had broken up a few months before with his boyfriend of 
over a year. He had had a few hot dates since then but no one serious. Relationships were not really a priority 
at that time of his life. His band's first album was doing well and they were going to be touring across North 
America after a series of regional gigs in California If the tour was as successful as they hoped, they would 
also go to Europe afterwards. That was his main focus back then, making it big and tour the world. Now that 
he was all by himself, condemned to eternity in this odd place or later on somewhere else, in Heaven, whatever 
that might be like, he still only had music on his mind but he also started to feel lonely. John was trying to 
imagine how he would have reacted if he had met Eli under different circumstances, while they were both 
alive. He thought they'd probably have clicked the same way in term of music and guitar playing. John would 
have found him just as attractive if he had run into him at a concert or in a club. The only problem was that 
John didn't know whether Eli would go out with another guy and it was something that wasn't easy to guess in 


their current environment. 


To add to the discomfort of his current situation and to his frustrations, John was still feeling everything like 
when he was alive. Despite not having any need to eat or drink, he still was craving a good meal and his 
favorite drinks. He was sexless now but he still had physical desires and fantasies. He knew he could not satisfy 
them in any way and that was driving him crazy so as much as he could, he was trying to avoid thinking 
about that altogether. He was wondering whether Eli was in the same situation or whether these cravings 
would cease after a while. The younger guitarist had been Up Here for so long that John assumed he probably 
had no more withdrawal syndromes from his condition as a living being before. John didn't dare asking him for 
now. It seemed pretty personal to talk about that and also, it might lead John to reveal more than what he 
wanted to Eli about fancying him. 


They passed by Dave's office building as they were walking around and this reminded John of something else. 
He had noticed that Dave was very often appearing whenever he was spending time with the younger guitarist. 
It was as if Dave was checking on what they were doing, making sure they weren't conspiring against him or 
this place. Not like they had anywhere else to go. It didn't seem like you could escape. Nevertheless, there was 
an odd vibe coming from Dave whenever he was around them, or rather whenever John was around Eli. He 


had seen that Eli couldn't hide his dislike for the CEO. That was something John wanted to understand more. 


"Did you notice Dave is always showing up whenever we end up spending a bit more time together out here, 


playing guitar or talking?," John asked Eli. 

The younger guitarist stopped, waiting for the blond to catch up with him. 
| try not to pay too much attention to him," he replied. 

"Yes, same for me but.. He's lurking, it seems." 


Eli looked around, perhaps to ensure that Dave wasn't here. 


"He likes to listen to me playing," he told John with a little embarrassed smile. 

"| can imagine why. You're a great musician" 

"Not just that. He.. He told me so once. He asked if | would play something for him, a specific song he had in 
mind. | didn't want to. | don't like the way he.. Never mind", Eli said dismissively. "He probably likes to hear us 


both play now. Its even more entertaining for him. That's why he lurks around, | think" 


And as they were walking further, at a slightly brisker pace this time, the two men noticed Dave's silhouette 


appearing a few feet away from them. He would soon be at their level 
"Mr. 5, Jason.. How are you," Dave asked very politely. 

"Good. Walking around, as you can see," John answered for both of them. 

John glanced on the side at Eli and noticed that he was avoiding to look at Dave. 


"I recall you wanted to speak with me a little while ago and | waited for you. You never showed up," Dave said 


with an obvious fake smile. 

"I got held up doing other things. I'd still like to talk to you though," John replied. 

"Why don't we have this conversation now? | would also have a few things to discuss with you." 

John gave a look at Eli who was staring at the horizon, as if he wasn't even listening to the two of them. The 
blond guitarist wanted to speak to Dave so maybe now was a good time anyway. He could always visit Eli later 
on and continue their conversation. 

"| guess I'll see you later, alright?," John said. 

"Sure," Eli simply said and he walked away. 

Dave was watching the two of them with a clear interest. 


"Let's go to my office," Dave stated a little loud, on purpose, in order to catch John's attention 


He couldn't have missed the fact that John's eyes were lingering on Eli as he walked away. 


"Take a seat, Mr. 5." 


John sat in Dave's office, which looked more like an old library in a British manor than an office in an 


otherworldly location. 
"You seem to have made a close friend of Mr. Becker." 
"He's a great guitarist," John replied. 


"He certainly is. However, you will probably soon transition to Heaven. | wouldn't grow too attached to him, if | 


were you." 
The blond looked up at his host who was trying to hide a faint smirk. 
‘| guess he will transition too, right?" 


‘Of course.. But every individual has his or her own pace for this and | can tell you that it will happen sooner 


for you than for him." 

Now there was something creepy and worrying in Dave's words. 

“Actually, | wanted to ask you about that. How is that determined, the duration of our stay here?" 

‘It's predetermined. Call it fate, God, luck.. Whatever you believe or don't believe in. | don't have any influence 
on this aspect of things. | just execute." Dave cleared his throat and reclined in his chair. "So, Mr. 5.. What did 


you really want to talk to me about last time?" 


"| don't understand why people are so distant here. Nobody will talk to me or talk with one another. Then | 
talked to Eli and he seemed perfectly happy to interact ‘normally’ with me. How come?" 


"I strongly encourage introspection and meditation for all newcomers, on their own. Your time here is to 
prepare you to let go of your life and lifestyle as you knew it before you died. You'll feel whole and fulfilled in 
avery different manner once you're in Heaven. You won't need other people's company or approval. What | am 
telling you, | told everyone. When it comes to Jason, he is a little bit.. different from the other persons in 
transit here." 


"Different like what? Why? i 


"As | just said, he is not going to transition as quickly as you will. There is no reason for you two to stick 
together so much," Dave explained. 


What Dave was saying made no sense to John. 


"It makes perfect sense. We both like the same type of music, we play the same instruments and we seem to 


be the only ones with social skills. Why all this cryptic thing around Eli?" 


"I do not owe you any further details. Each person's situation is confidential. Again, Mr. 5, | would suggest you 
keep more to yourself and leave Jason alone. You should focus on getting rid of your former living ways and 


prepare for a more spiritual type of life. | will also have a chat with Jason" 
"No, don't." 
Dave was surprised at the blond's reaction 


"Just... Leave him alone," John said as he felt an unexpected sense of protectiveness towards Eli growing inside 


him the longer the conversation with Dave went on. 


John wasn't stupid and he could clearly see Dave didn't like him prying like that. He concluded he wouldn't get 
much more out of him about Eli and why he was different from the other persons Up Here, but at least John 
had a confirmation that Dave was indeed looking at or treating Eli differently than the rest of the people. John 
had a feeling that the reason for this was something that Dave preferred to keep to himself because it was 


wrong in some way. 


Although Dave hadn't said or done anything harmful, at least from what he had seen so far, apart from being 
a smug prick, there was something else going on with Dave related to Eli and John didn't like it a single bit. 


The attraction 


When he returned to his room at the residence, John threw himself on his bed. The walk back to his place had 
at least had the positive effect of calming him down but he was still upset at the conversation he had just 
finished with Dave. Why was Dave so concerned about them being friends? Why did he let him know that he 
would leave this place before Eli? After all, Eli had been here for nine years and himself just a few weeks, one 
month at the maximum. What did all this have to do with the fact that Eli was way more approachable and 


social than all the other people he had seen around Up Here and who wouldn't interact with him? 


John cursed out loud as he felt he now had even more questions than before. He decided to go and see Eli who 


had his room at the same residence a few floors down and try to get more insight from him directly. 

Being here was safe for talking. The residence was the only place where Dave could not suddenly appear and 
see what they were doing or listen to them. Their individual rooms were apparently immune to his 
transportation powers. It was nothing secret; John had read about that in the FAQ book. 

The blond knocked on Eli's door, hoping he was in. It took a while but the door finally opened. 

"Hey," Eli said with a broad smile. 

"Do you mind if | come in?" 

"No, of course." 

John went in and sat on the couch. 

"Dave is an asshole," John said. 

Eli frowned and sat next to John on the couch. 

"What happened?" 

“Actually nothing. We just talked but.. He said some strange things. Like he was concerned about you and me 
being friends. He basically hinted that | should leave you alone. He also told me that you'd be here for a longer 


time, meaning longer than me." 


The initial smile on Elis face had vanished soon after hearing John talked about his chat with Dave and what 
he had said about him and his stay Up Here. 


"What does he mean? Why is your situation different than mine or the other people here?," John asked. 


The brunet sighed and tucked himself in the corner of the couch. 


"| don't know. | had guessed so much, like I'm kinda stuck here.. But | don't know why." 
John looked at Eli who seemed to shiver at the thought of spending any more time in this place. 


"When | arrived, Dave was checking on me regularly. | told you he once said he liked to hear me play guitar. He 
was following me around quite often at the beginning, right after | had arrived. It was weird. He.. He said that 
we should get to know each other better because we would be spending a lot of time together. Since I've been 
here, I've seen so many people showing up here and leaving for Heaven. Hundreds, thousands of people. Nobody 
is staying so long. Not like me. | don't know why I'm still here. At first | tried to ask Dave. | asked him several 
times but he would never reply properly. He would only make jokes about it.. | stopped asking. It's pointless. | 
don't want to have anything to do with him." 


John felt uneasy about what Eli was describing to him. He started to wonder if Dave was keeping him Up Here 
intentionally. He had just told him that he was only executing whatever was predetermined for all of them but 
what if Dave could just do as he pleased and for some strange reasons, if he liked Eli, he was keeping him here 
beyond the time he should have spent. The things Eli had just said reminded him of those legends where 
sultans or kings kept their own personal exotic pretty birds in a golden cage to hear them sing all day long. 
What if Dave was actually keeping Eli hostage here? 


Eli could see that John was trying to make sense out of his situation and Dave's attitude. Eli himself had given 
up a long time ago and he didn't want to see John worry about that on his behalf or pity him for being stuck 
here since nine years. 

"Don't worry about that for me, please," Eli asked with a pleading tone. 

"There's something off, somehow.. Why would he behave like that with you?" 

"Can we talk about something else?" 

John looked at Eli's sad chocolate brown eyes and felt an invisible hand squeeze his heart. Now he was starting 
to feel angry at Dave for making Eli go through this without explaining anything. Yet, being angry wouldn't 
change anything and it would probably just annoy or scare Eli away. They both needed to relax and think about 
something else. Since alcohol or pot weren't the type of things available Up Here, music was the only remedy 
to try To clear his mind. 

"Wanna jam?," John said as he picked up Eli's guitar and handed it over to him. 

The younger guitarist nodded, as expected. 


"Ok, take it with you and let's go upstairs to my room then," John said. 


When they walked into the blond's room, they resumed talking about nicer things but as often their getting 


together was more about playing music than chatting. They were inspiring each other. Jamming had become 
their escape from Up Here's lackluster reality, making music together was one of their few ways to feel 
something enjoyable and pleasurable. 


When they were sitting and improvising in their jam sessions, Eli was usually the one with the oddest riffs and 
licks. He was experimenting all the time. He had an incredible talent to put together chords and notes. John 
loved to hear him play. It was always cool to jam and do covers together but it was a bigger treat when Eli 


was making him listen to new things he had been composing on his own or just random solos he would come up 


with on the spot. 


Time Up Here continued to pass at this undefinable pace. John was trying to forget what he had discussed 
with Dave earlier on, which could have translated into the fact that Eli might have a different fate. He tried to 
reason with himself. It was Eli's situation and if Eli himself didn't want to talk about it and investigate more, 
why would he, John, worry about it? It still bugged him but he consciously pushed aside his worried thoughts 
and tried to be a good friend to the younger guitarist by not stirring things up with more questions. 


It was one of those times when they were together in John’s room. Eli was wearing his usual ripped white 
jeans and a loose shirt that was only buttoned half-way at the bottom. He was sitting on the floor, his back 
against the bed. His head was tilted backwards, resting on the edge of the mattress, leaving his throat and 
most of his chest on display. His eyes were closed. He didn't seem to pay much attention to what he was doing 
but he was still playing like a god. John was listening to what he was playing but he was mainly eyeing him up. 


He was gorgeous and so talented, John thought. When they first met, Eli had told John that he resembled an 
angel because of his hair color. Lost in his music like this, John was sure that Eli was the one looking like an 


angel and the blond guitarist was seriously falling for him. 


The older guitarist was sitting across from Eli on the floor as well. He had put his guitar aside since a while 


already and when he was scribbling lyrics on a small notebook while Eli was playing. 
"What?" Eli asked. 


The question made John snap out of his reverie. He feared that Eli had caught him staring a little too long or 
too lewdly. 


"Sorry, what?" 
"Don't know, John. You're looking.. Worried?" 
John smiled to try to lighten the mood. Thankfully, Eli hadn't guessed why John was staring at him. 


"l'm not worried. | was just listening and admiring." 


Eli looked surprised by the reply. 
"Admiring is a big word." 
"You're very good, you know that," John stated. 


Eli was aware of his talent. He was just never making a fuss about it. He liked to play music and have fun, and 
even when he was showing off with his guitar, he was never taking himself too seriously and that was a 


quality John loved. There was something so simple and yet so beautiful about the way he would play. 


The younger guitarist resumed what he was playing before but he kept his gaze on John this time. John 
couldn't be sure but he would have sworn that he saw a litte sparkle in Elis brown eyes, like he was daring 


him to make a move. 


So while Eli was still playing, John scooted closer to him, still sitting on the floor but in front of him now. The 
blond guitarist was under the spell of the brunet. Maybe it was his music, maybe it was his warm and playful 
gaze. Whatever it was, the older guitarist was very willingly succumbing to it right that moment. Without 
realizing what he was doing, John brought his hand to the side of Eli's neck. He was barely touching him. John 
didn't move at first. He observed Eli's reaction to his approach and the contact of his hand on him. The 
younger guy seemed to take a deep breath in when he felt John's hand on him but he didn't stop playing. Since 
he didn't protest, John moved his hand a little, sliding it up and down, gently brushing the back of his fingers 
against the warm skin The blond could feel Eli's soft hair as his fingers traveled up a little and touched the 
edge of the brunet's jawline and the skin right below his ear. The younger guitarist didn't flinch or pull away. 


He seemed intrigued at John's move and the tenderness in the contact. 


John leaned forward, his face stopping just an inch away from Eli's. He was gauging the younger guy's reaction 
again Eli still didn't say anything but his eyes were smiling. John noticed that and also that all of a sudden Eli 
was playing much more slowly, something completely different, a more bluesy and seducing melody. The blond 
rubbed his cheek against Eli's before turning his head slowly and letting his lips graze the skin next to Eli's 
mouth. John was too close to see anything else but the younger guy's dark brown eyes. He couldn't see his 


mouth but he could feel it when he finally reached it. 


John was kissing him. The younger guitarist finally stopped playing. His eyes closed and his lips parted slightly 
when the sustain of the last note he had hit died away. John would have liked to take him in his arms and hug 
him closely but he refrained himself and put just a little more pressure into the kiss before biting softly on 
Eli's lower lip. The brunet's mouth moved a little, responding very tentatively to John 


When John broke the kiss, Eli opened his eyes. John was smiling at him but the look on Eli's face had become 
hard to read. The younger guitarist lowered his gaze, trying to look away from John who didn't have the time 
to react or say anything before Eli slithered out of reach and got up, grabbed his guitar and went for the 


door. 


"Eli, wait..," John said as he got up but too late. 


Eli was already out and John stopped himself when his hand touched the door handle. Maybe it wasn't a good 
idea to go after him right now. 


He shouldn't have done that. He should have asked before but what would he have said or asked? It's not like 
he planned it anyway. He just felt pulled towards the pretty musician, like every time they played together. The 
difference was that this time, John couldn't resist any longer. The way Eli was sitting there casually playing, 
relaxed and beautiful as can be. Eli didn't seem upset when John approached so close or even when he touched 
his neck. He let him kiss him, he didn't push back, he even somehow kissed back. It was subtle but he did John 
had felt it. So why did he run away? 


John didn't want to think about the answer to that question even if he knew what it meant. Eli wasn't into 
guys, obviously, and now that John had shown him that he saw more than a friend in him, chances were that 


Eli wouldn't want to spend time with him anymore. 


The kiss 
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John wanted to kick himself for what he just did but it was too late and the damage was done. He picked up his 
guitar and sat on his bed but he didn't feel like playing anything now. He put it back on the floor and instead he 


went to the bathroom. Maybe a shower would change his mind and make him think more clearly. 


Perhaps this wasn't such a bright idea after all because the ridicule of his situation hit him as he stepped 
under the showerhead and let the hot water rain down on him. He ran his hands in his hair and then over his 
body, stopping at his lower abdomen. How could he feel so riled up and somehow turned on by the younger 
guitarist while he didn't have anything to turn on, physically speaking? Even if Eli had been going along with his 
kissing, what would it lead to? It's not like they could do anything more than kissing since they were sexless 
creatures. This was so fucked up, he thought. John still had a knot in his stomach when he was thinking back 
about Eli and how it felt to kiss him. There was a warm sensation starting to pool in his stomach. Why was he 
feeling all this still? He wasn’t equipped to release sexual tension any longer. Why didn't they take his libido 
away when they thought he didn't need a dick anymore? 


John had been out a few times by himself since the incident with Eli. He hadn't looked for the younger 
guitarist though, on purpose. He didn't want to scare him further or make him feel like he was pressuring him 
so he kept his distance consciously, hoping that the younger guitarist would not be too mad at him once he 
would have gone over the initial shock and surprise effect. 

Hours later, maybe the equivalent of the day after, John heard a knock at his door. He opened and saw the 
brunet standing in front of his room. He had his hands shoved deep inside his jeans pockets and a shy smile on 
his face. 

"Can | come in?" Eli asked 

"You sure you want to?, "John checked. 


"Yes." 


John moved away from the door and let Eli come in. The younger guy was clearly a little nervous as he walked 
inside John's room but he didn't look angry. 


'| didn't want to upset you so | stayed away but | wanted to talk to you about what happened" John said. 


"There's not much to talk about." 


John cringed when he heard that. It wasn't a good start. He would have preferred that Eli didn't come to see 
him at all if he wanted to tell him he didn't like what happened and didn't want to have anything to do with him. 
John would have understood that very well from any silence or avoidance treatment. 


"| wasn't expecting that. l.. | got scared a little, | guess," Eli admitted. 


"| didn't want to scare you. But | shouldn't have done that. | should have asked you before or.. Made sure 
that.. | don't know how, but | should have done this differently.” 


Eli smiled and walked up to John. 

"Don't worry, it's ok. | think that | knew what you were going to do, | just didn't want to think about it. Then 
when it had happened, | realized how intimidating it was... | had never kissed a man before," Eli said a bit 
embarrassed. 

"You didn't really kiss me. | kissed you." 

"Ok, well.. It was a first for me anyway." 

The brunet looked up at John. It seemed John was more nervous than him now. 

"So... You like me.. This way?," Eli asked. 

John chuckled at how the younger guitarist phrased the question. 


"You could say it like that, | suppose, but it would be a big understatement," the blond replied. 


‘Sorry, l'm just not very used to this. | haven't dated much before. When | was still alive, I've had a few 


girlfriends but nothing really long-term. | was more committed to my guitar. Girls would get jealous or simply 


fed up after a while," Eli joked 
"Just girlfriends?," John double-checked. 
"I told you | had never kissed another guy. | had never.. Thought about other guys this way." 


"| understand. | hope we can still jam together or hang around," John said as he took a few steps away from Eli 


to give him more personal space. 
To John's surprise, however, Eli moved a little closer to him again. 


"| liked it, John. It was just.. Unexpected. | freaked out. But it felt good when you moved your fingers on my 
neck and kissed me. | find you cool and attractive.. The way you play guitar is self-assured and sexy and.. 


Different from what | know. | like things different, a lot." 


John swallowed with a bit of difficulty. He hadn't expected to hear that from the brunet who was now literally 
pushing himself against him. He was sure that if he still had his dick, it would have been fully hard by now. He 
didn't want that things turn sour again this time, though. He wanted to make sure Eli knew what he wanted 
before even trying anything else with him. 


"Thanks, but.. What does it mean?" 
Eli chewed on his bottom lip. 
"I think | like you too and.. You can show me how it can be. Kiss me again.. Please?" 


John rolled his eyes and almost exploded Was he teasing him or was he just being really candid and polite? It 


was hard to tell and this was even more of a turn on for John 
"If you ask like this.. Who am | to say no?," John replied. 


He ran his fingers into Elis hair at the back of his head and pulled the younger guitarist towards him. Their 
lips connected immediately. John didn't rush into the kiss, his mouth moving in syne with his fingers which 
were massaging the back of Eli's neck His other hand landed on the brunet's hip, rubbing his fingers gently up 
and down. Eli's mouth opened slowly and he let a moan escape against John's mouth. 


John liked that sound and he hoped he'd elicit more of these from the younger guy as they'd continue. 


An instant later, he had Eli backed against the wall next to the big window in his room. The brunet was letting 
John take the lead and he was responding, this time in a much less shy fashion. He kissed back, an open-mouth 
sensual kiss. He let his tongue swirl around John's but the blond was more experienced and took the 
opportunity to explore Eli's mouth. Eli realized that if he had been dead for nine years, it meant he hadn't 
kissed or been kissed since nine years either. It definitely felt good, better than what he remembered. Maybe 
John was just a great kisser, Eli thought, or he had been so deprived of these kinds of pleasures and 
sensations that they now felt way better than they should have. After all, since there was no need or 
possibility to eat or drink Up Here, John's mouth and tongue were actually the first things he had in his own 
mouth since that long and he definitely assessed that these weren't a bad thing to reconnect with his sense of 


taste. 


John's mouth suddenly moved to his neck and throat, licking and sucking lightly on Eli's skin while his hands 


landed on the younger guitarist's waist. 
"You... Taste.. So good..." John murmured against Eli's neck as he slowed down the pace. 


The brunet smiled at the comment, realizing that even if John had been here for a much shorter period of 


time, he was probably longing as much as he was for some sensory contact of that kind. 


The younger guitarist relaxed in John's arms and let his hands run into John’s shorter white hair. 
"| love your angel hair," Eli replied. 

John lifted his head from the crook of Elis neck. His eyes locked with the brunet's. 

"| love your angel face,” John said as he brushed his thumb against Eli's cheek. 


The younger guitarist blushed and hid his face on John’s shoulder with the sudden realization that what was 


happening was likely not foreseen 


"I have not seen anyone kissing anyone else since I've been here. | don't think people are going out with each 


other here," Eli said softly. 

| don't care what anyone is doing or not," John told him. 

He placed one hand under the younger guy's chin and tilted Eli's face up. 

"As long as we stay in here, nobody can see what we're doing," John reassured him. 

The blond thought that Eli was most likely thinking about Dave. If the guy didn’t look favorably on their 
friendship and all the time they were spending together, there was no doubt he would hate to see what was 
happening now between the two of them. 

John's fingertips traced Eli's face, his eyebrows, the bridge of his nose, his cheekbones. 

"They can all go to hell," John whispered. 


"Maybe we'll go to hell for doing this," the brunet said. 


"Whatever... I'll gladly end up there if that means | can do this again, John said before kissing him once more. 


The mistake 
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John had been asked to pass by Dave's office. He wanted to discuss his situation Up Here and his future 
transition to Heaven. As he walked into the office, Dave was on the phone but gestured at John to come in and 


take a seat. 


"IIl call you back later. | can't talk now," Dave said to whoever was on the line and he hung up, pushing on a 
button that flashed green a couple of time. John hadn't realized so far but it was the first phone he had seen 


since he had arrived. They were no phone in their rooms at the residence. 


"tll divert calls to voicemail so we are not disturbed," Dave mentioned out loud before looking up at his guest. 


"John, my dear John," Dave started. 


And before he could continue, the door of his office flew open. The person standing outside didn't bother to 
knock. Dave looked annoyed about that behavior and stood up, ready to scold whoever dared to be so impolite. 
As he and John turned around to see who the intruder was, Dave's face twisted into an awkward smile and 


John looked in awe at what he saw. 


A very tall and lightly glowing white figure was standing in the doorway. He or she, because it was hard to 
guess, had long white hair and a pair of feathered wings sticking out above the shoulders. 


"Fuck." John let out. 


The angel didn't seem to take any offense at the blond's language and actually turned to him with a bright 


smile. Then the angel turned to Dave. 
"We need to talk. Now." 
The angel's voice was odd. It had a metallic ring to it and it almost echoed in the room. 


"Of... Of course," Dave stuttered. 


John was very surprised of Dave's behavior because he figured that the famous Up Here CEO must have met 
angels before as he was working in this Heaven antechamber since forever supposedly. Surely the creature 
was something to look at. Since John had been there, he had seen angels visiting the place but he had only seen 
them from far away and they never seemed to interact directly with the residents. They looked a bit like a 


mirage with their surrounding halo of light. Seeing one so close was much more striking. 


"It won't take long. I'll bring back Dave in a few minutes," the angel said to John 
The angel waited for Dave to exit and followed him, closing the door behind them. 


John was amused at the situation First he found it quite cool to actually see an angel. Second, seeing Dave less 
self-assured than usual was a bonus for his day. These creatures were probably who Dave was reporting to 


and this one seemed to have pressing matters to discuss. 


While John was sitting in Dave's office and waiting, the phone rang. It did so only once as Dave had put the 
answering machine on and the caller was diverted to voicemail immediately. The blond guitarist heard a beeping 


sound and then a voice talking into the machine, leaving a message. 


"Dave, its me again It's really urgent, that's why | was calling earlier. It is confirmed now. We finally found 
where the anomaly in our registry was coming from with the person you have and we don't expect. It is this 
young man that arrived a while ago. What was his name again? Let me see my notes.. Ah, yes. Jason Eli 
Becker. He was supposed to die at 50, not 20. | guess someone made a mistake. You see, 5 and 2 are next to 
each other on the numeric pad, this is probably what happened, a typo, a very unfortunate typo. Did you know 
anything about that? Now, anyway, let us know how you want to handle this. We think it's too late to do 
anything about it but of course, please, don't say anything to anyone. If the angels hear about this, there will 


be trouble in paradise, literally. Call me when you can" 


John was looking at the answering machine, even more dumbfounded than when he saw the angel a moment 
ago. Had he really heard what he thought he did? Jason, or rather, Eli, shouldn't have died at 20? It had been 


a mistake? Was this kind of mistake possible? Could death make mistake??? 


John's brain was racing. It was too much of a breaking news to process but in the midst of his confusion, he 
recalled Dave's uneasiness when he saw the angel arriving in his office. The angel also needed to talk to him. 
Was it possible that whoever had called him knew that the angels would notice this mistake. Was it why the 


angel was here today? 


The guitarist had no clue what to do now but he was sure he couldn't just sit there and do as if he knew 
nothing. He couldn't know about this and not tell Eli and once Eli would hear about it, what would happen? Did 
Dave already know about this? Was it for that reason that Eli had been kept here for so long by Dave before 
moving on to Heaven? If Dave knew it wasn't his time? He would have to stay another 20 years or so, till he 


would have reached 50 if he were still alive? 


John tried to put some order into his thoughts and to think about what to do next. He didn't know how long he 
sat there pondering his options but the opening of the door startled him. Dave casually walked back in. John 
saw that the angel was there still but the creature didn't enter in the room this time. 


"You missed a phone call," John said out of the blue to Dave. 


Dave looked at him puzzled and then turned his gaze back towards the angel. 


"| think all is in order, isn't it? In that case, | have to see this person.." Dave mentioned while gesturing towards 
John in order to signify to the creature that he was busy and it would therefore be the end of their 


discussion IT seemed to John that Dave was somehow trying to get rid of the angel. 

"Nol," John yelled. "It's not in order. The angel has to listen to the message you just received’ 

Dave looked confused. He didn't understand what John was talking about or why he made this outburst and 
mingled into their conversation. The angel's face was devoid of any emotion but John's remark made him take a 
few steps into the office and walk closer to the two of them. 

John stood up and realized how tall the angel really was when he was a tad closer to it. It must have been 60 
or something like that. This was probably the only opportunity he would have to speak to an angel and catch 
Dave off guard about the whole thing so he needed to make the most of it: 


"You have to listen to the message Dave received. Someone Up Here doesn't belong here and should still be 


alive." 

Dave was still sitting in his chair but looking much paler than usual. 

"What is this resident talking about?," the angel asked Dave while keeping his eyes on John 

Its face was still emotionless but John thought he must have piqued its curiosity since he asked a question 
"L. | don't know. John, you're..What are you talking about?" 

"Play the message," John urged. "But | guess maybe you know already what it is about." 


Dave didn't move or said anything. The angel turned slightly to look at Dave then the creature's eyes landed on 


the phone and the answering machine turned on without anyone touching anything. 


You have one new message. 
Beep! 


Dave, its me again Its really urgent, that's why | was calling earler. It is confirmed now. We finally found where 
the anomaly in our registry was coming from with the person you have and we don't expect. It is this young man 
that arrived a while ago. What was his name again? Let me see my notes.. Ah, yes. Jason Eli Becker. He was 
supposed to die at 50, not 20. | guess someone made a mistake. You see, 5 and 2 are next to each other on the 
numeric pad, this is probably what happened, a typo, a very unfortunate typo. Did you know anything about that? 
Now, anyway, let us know how you want fo handle this. We think its too late to do anything about it but of 
course, please, dont say anything to anyone. If the angels hear about this, there will be trouble in paradise, iiterally. 


Call me when you can 


Dave's face had turned white as a sheet. He was livid but also obviously scared. The silence was heavy and 


uncomfortable. Nobody was saying anything and John was getting impatient for a reaction. 

"You gotta send him back! Eli.. He wasn't supposed to die. He has to go back," John uttered, looking at the angel. 
"What is your name?," the angel asked John after another long silence. 

"John. John 5." 


The angel tilted its head to one side, as if trying to understand what John had just told him, then it put its 


hand on John's forehead. 

"You're John William Lowery," the creature corrected. 

"| know Eli, | mean Jason. We are friends." 

The angel motioned towards the door and opened it. 

"Wait outside," it said while looking straight ahead at the wall in front of him. 


John looked at Dave and then at the angel, he hesitated for a second but then started to walk towards the 


door. 
"Not you, John. Dave, wait outside," the angel reiterated. 


Dave glared at John but didn't say a word. He stood up and left the room without looking at the angel who 
closed the door behind him. John had enjoyed this scene but he was also fearing that after this, Dave would 
make his life Up Here a living hell - no pun intended - for him going forward. Still, John didn't care about the 


misery he could have put himself in if that meant that his friend could go back on earth and continue to live. 


The departure 
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"What will happen to him? To Jason?," John asked. 


The angel approached. As it walked closer to John, the older guitarist noticed the ruffling sound of feathers 
from his folded wings. 


"May I?," the angel asked as it stopped in front of John and lifted one hand towards him. 
"What do you want to do?" 

"It won't hurt," the angel replied 

John wasn't much more informed with that answer but he nodded. 

The angel put its hand over John's heart and stared in the blond's eyes. 


It didn't hurt, John thought, but it did make him feel incredibly uncomfortable, although John had no clue what 
the angel actually did and why he felt this way. 


"What did you do to me?," John asked after the angel removed its hand. 
| read you." 
"You read minds?," John asked a little panicked. 


"No, | read hearts and souls. | see you care for this person. For Jason. | see you call him Eli. | see much more 
y P y 


than care for him too." 
John didn't know what to say and tried not to blush but it was impossible. 
"What's. What are you gonna do?" 


"Eli cannot stay here. As you rightly said, he doesn't belong here. He has to spend many more years on earth, 
living his life before coming back Up Here. | will send him back" 


John wasn't sure he heard properly what the angel said. 


"So he is going to live again?," he said wide-eyed. 

"Yes, he will but | need to talk to him." 

"I can take you to him. He's staying at the residence," John replied. 

‘| will follow you." 

As they left Dave's office and building, John felt Dave's eyes weighing heavily on him. He probably was pissed 
but all this didn't matter a single bit. He would deal with Dave when Eli would be safely back where he should 
be. That was really all what John was thinking about, how happy Eli would be to go back and have a second 


chance to live and pursue his dreams as a musician. 


When they arrived at the residence, before taking the creature to Eli's room, John had a few burning 
questions for the angel and he wanted to ask them without Eli present. 


"Before we go upstairs.. Can | ask you something?" 
The angel didn't reply but it stopped and looked at him expectantly. 
"| know | should perhaps not ask for this but.. Can | go back too? With him?" 


The angel's feathered wings ruffled a little and John wondered whether it was the angel's way to show it was 
upset at the question because its face didn't show anything. 


"No, you cannot. It was your time. The car accident, it was foreseen. You belong here now. We send him back 
to live on because he is not supposed to be here for now.’ 

how to phrase what he felt for Eli in what he thought sounded like a neutral sentence. 

The angel closed its eyes. 

"I know. | read your heart. But you two shouldn't have met here like this. This shouldn't have happened." 

"But it did and so now what?" 

"Now, he goes back and you stay here, and you'll go to Heaven soon" 

The angel moved away, towards the elevators, waiting for John 


John understood everything the angel said and he knew it made sense but he didn't like it. However, he wanted 


Eli to be happy. He was trying hard not to show any signs of anger or frustration. He was thinking this was 
the best news the young guitarist could ever receive and he didn't want to ruin the moment for him by 


complicating things with his own situation and feelings. 


When they arrived in front of his room, John knocked. Eli came to open the door quickly. He smiled at John but 


his face turned white when he saw the angel standing next to his friend. 
"What the.. ?," Eli tried to say. 
"Don't worry. It's nothing bad. On the contrary," John said immediately to reassure his friend. 


He walked in and the angel followed. Eli looked at both of them, stunned by the sight of the glowing angel and 
somehow by how much alike he and John looked. They were both dressed in white and had the same white 
hair. The angel was much taller and it had wings, but still, Eli couldn't stop comparing them and finding a lot of 
similarities in their faces and their dark eyes. 


The angel's visit and chat were brief. It talked and explained what had just been discovered. It told Eli that he 
couldn't stay here and that he would be send back among the living. The angel said it would return soon to take 
him back. There were no details given about the mistake or what happened and why. Eli wasn't supposed to 
know what time his death was actually supposed to happen and John had been told not to say anything in that 
respect. This was not an information people could know. In the end, who cared? The consequences and the 


correction of the mistake were what mattered most. 

When the angel left Eli's room, John was still there. He had heard everything that had been said. He was looking 
at Eli who was sitting on the edge of his bed, head bent down, still shocked by the news he had just been 
given. 

"You'll be ok," John said. 

Eli lifted his head and looked up at John. 

"lm going to live again. It's.. So odd." 

"| know. But its great, right?" 

"Sure, it's great.. But you heard it too, didn't you? The angel said | will have to start from scratch. People 
won't recognize me. It'll be like if | hadn't existed before. That's a bit scary, and strange. | mean, how will it 


be?" 


"You'll adjust and soon people will know who you are from now onwards. You'll make it big, I'm sure of that. It 


doesn't matter they won't know your past." 


Eli bit his bottom lip and his eyes locked with John’s. 


"What about you?,” the brunet asked 
I'm staying here. I'm rightfully dead. No mistake there apparently, | already checked," John chuckled. 


Its not funny. John.. l.. It's not been that long since I've known you but I'm not sure how I'm gonna feel 


without you around" 
"You'll do just fine. You'll get to play and have the career you deserved. It's only going to start. You'll have fun" 
"But itll be without you," Eli added. "What if | ask to stay here?" 


"You cant.. And anyway, as the angel said, | will transition soon. If you stay here, you'll be by yourself anyway 


too, because they would not let you go to Heaven before your time is due." 


A little while later, the angel was back. Dave was with him this time. He had his smug look back on his face, so 


John assumed he hadn't been scolded too badly by the angel for the mistake. 

The angel and Dave were waiting in front of Elis room to escort him away. Eli told them he would be there 
with them right away but he wanted to say a few words to John first. The blond had stayed with him till 
then. Now it was time to say goodbye and the younger guitarist didn't know how to say what he wanted to tell 
John. 

‘lm sorry," Eli said finally. 

"Why are you sorry?" 

‘I'm sorry I'm going back and you're not. | wish we could both leave together.” 


John walked up to Eli and took his face in his hands. 


It wasn't your time. That's why you're going back. You have so much more to do and live for. It was my time. 


| belong here now." 
Eli swallowed with difficulty. 
| was starting to think maybe we belong together, wherever that is." 


John looked down, trying to find something better to say than ‘me too’, because that would just sound 
heartbreaking and pathetic. 


"If we do.. We'll see each other again. When you come back here for good, or rather, in Heaven" 


John realized that while he was still alive, he had never had to say goodbye to someone or let someone go 
away against his will. He hadn't had any death in his family or among his circle of close friends. He had always 
broken up relationships and left himself first. He had never been the one left behind. Now, for the first time, 
he knew what it felt like to be left alone. He knew he would hate it around here now that Eli was leaving but he 


couldn't say that and ruin his friend's return 


Eli took John in his arms, squeezing him tightly. John hugged him back, wrapping his arms around Eli's thinner 
figure. One of his hands lost itself in the brunet's long hair and the other slid down to the small of his back. 


The goodbye embrace was lingering and John thought that the longer it would last, the worse itd get so he 
gently pushed Eli away. 


"You have to go." 
"| know," Eli said 


The brunet didn't hug him anymore but he was still right against him, his hands on John's chest. He moved his 


face closer and planted a kiss on John's mouth. 


That was another thing the older guitarist had hoped they would skip. Feeling and tasting Eli's lips one last time 
was too painful. Nevertheless, he couldn't resist. He let Eli kiss him and he kissed back but with restrain, 
otherwise, he wouldn't have been able to let him walk away. 


When Eli broke the kiss, he looked in John's eyes. He couldn't read what he saw. He wasn't sure what John was 


thinking. 

Their moment was interrupted with a few knocks on the door. 

"They're waiting for you," John said. 

Eli took a deep breath and turned around, leaving John behind without looking back. 


The angel and Dave were waiting for him and walked in front of him. It was a long walk, he thought. Dave was 
unusually silent during the whole time they wandered around and Eli was grateful for that. They walked all the 
way to this strange gated area which seemed impossible to find back by yourself. The brunet had been up 
here for so long, he knew you couldn't access the place on your own. Well before meeting John, one of his 
ways of killing time, when he was not playing guitar, was to look around, pointlessly, for the gated entrance or 


exit to this place. He had never found it by himself. 


Once they arrived at the gate, Dave stayed a little behind. The angel walked right through the fog and towards 
the exit with Eli. 


"How does that work?," Eli asked a little nervous. 


"You died in your sleep at home. You'll wake up in your bed at home, as if nothing ever happened! 
"Will | remember this, here?" 

ee 

Eli smiled to himself. He preferred it that way. He didn't want to forget John 


"So... How do you do it, sending me back? You'll fly me down?," Eli said, as he was trying to get rid of his stress 


with a silly joke. 


The angel shook his head. Eli saw his large wings unfolding and curving around. It was like the celestial creature 
was trying to engulf him but the wings didn’t close behind him and he didn't feel them. He simply saw the angel 
lift one hand and point one finger towards his face. When the angel's finger touched his forehead, Eli felt a 
force pulling him back It was so powerful that it took his breath away. He didn't have time to scream or feel 
any pain. He just blacked out and fell like a dead weight before disappearing. 


The angel's wings folded back. The creature turned around and looked at Dave, who was standing a few feet 


behind him. 
"Now we have plenty of time to talk, don't we?" 


The angel's metallic voice cut like a knife through the fog. Dave gulped and reluctantly nodded, 


The loneliness 
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Eli woke up a bit startled. He thought he had just dreamed he was falling. He looked around, one of his fists still 
clenching the sheet. He was in his bed. He had no idea what time it was, but it seemed light outside, nor what 
day it was. He felt groggy. He yawned and stretched then decided to go and take a shower before having 


breakfast because he was starving. 


The brunet was standing under the shower, slowly waking up with the soothing feeling of steaming water 
raining down on him. He felt a bit better but that only lasted a moment. All of a sudden, a myriad of unknown 
images assaulted his brain. He felt weak and held onto the window sill not to fall. He had no idea what was 
happening to him. It felt like a raging headache was hitting him along with a wave of memories that had been 
unleashed all at once. He closed his eyes and tried to inhale slowly to regain a bit of composure. He started to 
feel better, physically. The headache was going away as fast as it had arrived apparently. Mentally, though, Eli 
was wondering whether he was going insane when he started to understand the images and memories that had 


appeared in his mind and realized what had apparently occurred. 


He processed things and turned off the shower. He knew he hadn't just woken up from a nightmare. He had 


woken up from death. 


Later on that day, he carefully checked his surroundings. He was indeed back on earth and it was August 1998. 
The world was not what Eli was used to. It had been nine years since he had died. Life was very different, his 
life specifically, when he returned to his home and neighborhood in California It wasn't completely strange and 


alien to him but it wasn't what he remembered. That was an unsettling feeling. 


The following days were a bit blurry and went by quite fast. Eli had settled back into life among the living and 
there was quite a lot of catching up to do for him. The conditions of his return from Up Here were also 


complicating quite a lot his return to life. 


One of the conditions for his return among the living was that the people he knew before passing away 
wouldn't know he was back. He didn't know how it was possible but when they had their brief chat, the angel 
had explained to him that even if he'd show up and introduce himself to the people who knew him before he 


died, they wouldn't recognize him. 


Despite the heads-up and the warning from the angel, he hadn't realized how difficult it would be to know that 
the people he cared about and who loved him and suffered a loss when he died would never have the joy to 
see him back alive. His parents, the rest of his family, his friends, he was isolated from all of them and there 
was nothing he could about that. As painful as it was, he didn't want to approach them or see them if they 


wouldn't know who he was. He hadn't been told that but obviously, he was not supposed to claim he was 
someone who died a few years ago and resurrected, unless he wanted to spend the rest of his life in a 


psychiatric institution. 


He also had to look for a job because the recording contract he had signed before he died wouldn't be honored. 
The people at the record label wouldn't know who he was and if he wanted to get a new record deal he 
probably had to start from scratch in the local music scene with a new name. That could take a year, maybe 
two. He had to find a job in the meantime to pay his bills since he also couldn't go back and live with his 


parents or friends. 
So yeah, he was back on planet earth at home and he was alive but he was alone. 


If all that wasn't enough to make his return to life more difficult than anticipated, there was something else 
that he had feared before leaving. He missed John. He missed him too much. 


Eli had been surprised when the blond had come onto him and when in turn he felt attracted to John. Once he 
had gotten over the novelty factor, he had been quite at ease with that and the fact that he had a boyfriend, 
even if they never called each other that while they were Up Here. They were spending most of their time 
together, they had kissed and they had been making out a few times. There hadn't been much experimentation 
going on given their modified bodies but Eli didn't care too much about that. He had feelings for John and he 
knew John cared for him. That had made their more intimate moments just as good as anything else he could 


have imagined, even if nothing had actually happened. 


A few weeks later, Eli had managed to get it together somewhat from a practical point of view. He had found a 
job as a waiter in a restaurant nearby his place. It was not a great job but it was paying bills. At night, he was 
trying his luck at any local bar or club which would let him play. The local music scene and what was trendy 
these days was quite different than back in 1989. Sometimes he'd get a gig somewhere but it wasn't regular 
and it certainly wasn't paying much, if it was paying him at all. Still, Eli persevered. He wanted to get noticed 
and get more money to be able to record a demo and go talk to labels. He had done that before. He could do it 
again. After all, he was only 20. He had his whole life ahead of him again. 


These thoughts kept him going during the day but often at night, when he was back from his shifts at the 
restaurant where he worked during daytime, he would feel down. He would pick up his guitar and play but he 
knew something, or rather someone, was missing. Some nights he was even cursing the discovery of the 
mistake surrounding his death. He would have been better off staying Up Here, he thought. Sure, John would 
have probably gone to Heaven before him but in the meantime, they would have been together, and one day, 
he would have moved on as well and he would have found back John among the angels. 


Weeks passed. Eli's morale wasn't doing much better in general. He had settled into a routine that was keeping 
him sane despite the depressive vibe he had gotten since his return The evenings were the toughest parts of 


his days but he would manage thanks to music. He would play every night. 


For the last ten days or so, the same riffs and note sequences were forming in his head and he'd play them 


over and over again each time he'd pick up his guitar. He didn't need to write them. By now he knew them by 


heart. He knew them so well he could play them backwards too. 

He didn't know why but that evening he wasn't doing well at all emotionally. He was struggling and the more he 
played, the worse it got. He couldn't stop playing, tough, even when he started to feel his eyes welling up and 
tears falling down on his cheeks. He continued playing and started talking to himself out loud. 

"John... | never thought it would be like this... | shouldn't have come back. | wasn't in Heaven Up Here but | was 
with you. Now down here I'm in Hell for real. | miss you so much, John.. | didn't know | would miss you so 


fucking much.. What can | do here by myself? There're nothing | wanna do here. | just want to be with you 


again, John." 
Eli.. 


Eli stopped talking and playing when he heard a voice calling his name. He turned around to look behind him 
towards the kitchen area. There was nobody, of course. 


Eli. 


The young guitarist thought his mental state was giving up on him. He started hearing voices, or rather, one 


voice. John's voice. No one would ever call him Eli either. People would call him Jason down here. 
El, can you hear me? 

"John?,” Eli asked 

Yeah, it's me, John 

"What..? Where.. Where are you?" 

Stil Up Here, Im afraid 

".. But.. How come you're talking to me?" 


Apparently | have some telepathic capabilities that can bridge all the way to the world of the living So | can talk 
fo you, in your head | was thinking about you and I thought | heard you say my name a moment ago. ls that right? 


"So I'm not going crazy? This is really happening?" 
Not sure about you and not being crazy but this is really happening, yes 


"John, it's.. You have no idea how good it feels to hear you, speak with you," Eli said before letting out a loud 
sigh. 


Same for me here. | miss you 

Eli smiled when he heard that: 

‘| miss you too, a lot." 

So how is life back home? 

Eli wasn't sure what to say and how to answer that. He was hoping that the telepathic capabilities that John 
was talking about were purely for communicating and that he wasn't reading his mind as well. He would feel 
guilty to complain about his situation after having been given a second chance but truthfully, his life sucked 
big time for the moment. 

Ei? 

"Yes, I'm here. It's just.. There's a lot to say. It's not how | expected it would be." 


You dont wanna talk about it? 


"No, actually, | do. l.. | haven't been able to talk to anyone about anything since l'm here so.. If you have an 


hour to spare or so..." 

You know we have more than one hour to spare Up Here, right? So go ahead, Im listening 

Three hours later, Eli was done talking. He had told the story of his new life to John. How he was trying to get 
back into music and get a recording contract again, where he worked and how it was, how he had to get used 
to a new reality when he came back. John listened carefully to everything Eli had to say. 

"And.. That's it, you see?," Eli concluded, 

| hear you, yeah Im sorry, Eli 


"For what?" 


it seems lke your life is harder than before. | know how happy you were when you knew you could go back and.. It 
must be difficult 


"Yes, it's not what | thought it would be but.. Its not like | can change anything, right?," he said. "How is life Up 


Here now?" 


Nothing you haven't seen or heard, | suppose. Im still on the pending ist. | dont know for how long Its the same 
boring environment. Its definitely not the same without you around. 


"Must be more quiet.” 


| miss hanging around with you. But now I discovered this trick, we can talk. lil be there if you need to speak with 


someone, ok? 

"But how did you discover this? How did you know you could do that?" 

| am not sure how.. | have been thinking a little too much about you lately and.. | thought | was imagining hearing 
you play, but I think | could actually hear you. Then tonight, it happened again and | also heard you talk and call my 
name. 

"You have no idea how glad that makes me feel," Eli said. 

We can talk tomorrow again. Just let me know when youre tree. 

"Huh... Sure, but how would | do that?" 

| can hear you speak or play when | focus and if you think about me, I guess.. IE does the trick Play something 
When you'll play something Hl know that it is your way fo fell me its ok for me to pop up in your head and talk 
fo you. 

"Ok.. Yeah, that works. I'll play that new thing | started to put together. Did you hear it earlier?" 


Not sure. Play it for me. 


"Let me get my guitar," Eli said. 


The connection 


The following day, Eli woke up on his couch. He had fallen asleep there after talking with John. When he woke 
up, the brunet was in a very good mood but he was somehow convinced that what he remembered from the 


night before was just a dream because it was too good to be true and it didn't make any sense. 


He had a day off from work for the following day so he was looking forward to try to go and play in some 
clubs that night, feeling in the mood to have fun and show off a bit for a change. 


One place he had visited already a few times and which featured live artists every Thursdays had allowed him 
to play that night. Eli did a short set of thirty minutes that evening, doing some covers and some original 
songs. As usual, when he was playing, people would quickly fall under his spell. It was only too bad that the club 
back room only had twenty people standing there to watch him. 


Back home that night, even if he was tired, he picked up his guitar and played again the latest riffs he had put 
together for his new song. As he was playing, he remembered his dream of the previous night, when he played 


those same notes. In his dream, they served as a way to call for John to come and talk to him. 


Eli didn't pay much attention to what was going on around him but sure enough, after a few times repeating 


his riffs, John’s voice magically appeared in his head. 
Good evening, Eli 


Eli stopped playing when he recognized the voice. This time he was certain he wasn't sleeping, and therefore he 


wasn't dreaming. 


"So that wasn't a dream last night? This is real? We spoke last night? This is how | call you?," the younger 
guitarist asked with an excited voice. 


Yeah, you call me lke that and its free, even if its a very long distance call 


From that night on, they were in touch with each other almost every night. Sometimes, they chatted only for 


ten minutes, sometimes for several hours, depending on the mood and Eli's schedule. 


When he was not talking with Eli, John was spending most of his time at the library Up Here. He had 
discovered it a little while after Eli was sent back. John needed something to keep his mind busy. He had never 
been a very avid reader but the place was offering a lot of books and resources about the place he was in 
and his condition and newly found gift to communicate with Eli so he started researching all possible books 
about the subject. He was trying to gather more insight into those telepathic capabilities and maybe others 
that he had but which nobody told him about. During one of those random readings, John had found something 
else. Some descriptions that reminded him of astral projections or hauntings. Apparently it was possible to 


connect telepathically with someone alive but it was also possible to connect with them physically. The more he 


read about the process, the more it sounded like what people would described as possession, except that this 
was not maleficent and it seemed to be working only if the host person was aware of it and in agreement with 


it. 

John found a few more articles and books about the subject and read all he could before even mentioning it to 
Eli. He was dying to try it but he needed to be able to fully understand the process to make sure he wouldn't 
screw up or scare the younger guitarist and also he needed to ensure Elis consent, which meant asking him 


before trying anything. 


When John had all the info he thought he needed, he brought up the subject as they started one of their 


usual evening chats. 
You know.. There's this other thing | read about Up Here. Its something Id like to try with you, if youre ok with it 
"What is it?," Eli asked with a hint curiosity in his voice already. 


its a way for me to project myself into the living world | need a host body to do that so its a bit ike what we 
do now but it has other consequences. You'll hear me in your head but Hl also be taking over your body. 


Eli frowned and tried to fathom what John was telling him. 
"That sounds bizarre." 
| guess it is. But its not Ike | take over and you don’t know about it. You have fo be in agreement for it to work 


and everything | read about it also says that the host person retains consciousness of what happens. Its lke we 


co-exist for a moment: Two souls into one body 

That already sounded much better, Eli thought 

"You think you can do that?" 

I can try. Well see what happens Im not sure I can do that as easily as entering your mind 


"What if you get stuck? In me?," Eli asked, swallowing back a laugh when he heard himself say those words out 


loud 
I could think of worse places to get stuck in 

‘Very funny: 

At least, it seemed like John was having fun as well. That was good enough for Eli to convince him to try. 


| dont think | can be stuck If | ran out of energy or concentration on my side, | guess the link will disappear and I 


will leave you and be back into my own body automatically. 
"Seriously, | don't want anything bad happening to you." 


It won't be bad. Im ready fo try, if you let me. | just don't want to hurt you. The things | read say its painless for 
the host body but | need you to promise me to say something if its not the case, ok? Then Hl stop. 


"Alright, | will. So.. How do we do that? Do | have to do something?" 

No. Just be ready for me and for whatever happens. Hl be quiet for a little while, | need to concentrate for that 
Eli sat back on the couch and tried to relax. He wasn't sure how it would be or whether it would work but he 
was missing John so much that anything was worth trying if that meant bringing them a little closer to each 


other. 


Time always passes more slowly when you wait for something or someone. It had probably been no more than 


two or three minutes since John had become quiet but it felt like an eternity to Eli already. 

"John?," he asked out loud, trying to assess if things were going as planned on John's side. 

There was no response. 

"John, are you ok?," Eli asked again. 

There was no answer from his friend. Suddenly, Eli felt shivers running down his back. He thought there was a 
draft or something similar that had made him shudder. An instant later, he felt it again, more strongly this 
time. 

Eli? 

"John, what happened?" 

| think | did it 


"You did? How do | know?" 


Instead of answering with words, Eli's arms moved up without him doing anything. His arms wrapped 


themselves around him in a tight hug. 
See? Im hugging you right now. 


Eli sighed in disbelief at first but then started to laugh, realizing that whatever trick John had been trying was 


actually working. 


"No, I'm hugging myself,” the brunet corrected him. 


Well, technically, yes, but | made you do it. Its been a while | havent held you close and thatd be the first thing Id 
do if | were with you again 


"Really?" 

That and a kiss, but | cant make you kiss yourself.. So how does it feel? 

"Hard to say. | don't feel anything. | mean, | don't feel different physically but it's a little harder to think" 

Ok, then.. We won't do anything too intellectual 

"Shit. And | was looking forward to play chess with you," Eli joked. 

Maybe another time.. 

"And for you? How is it?" 

Huh.. Am not gonna lie. It is odd Its lke Im here with you but its not my body. | feel what you feel, though 
"What do you mean?" 

| feel via your body. Like right now. Its cold in your apartment, isn’t it? 

Eli was wondering why John was saying that. 

"No, it's pretty ok in here. Why? You're cold?" 

| thought you were. You have goosebumps, don't you? 

"A little, but it's not becouse of the cold. Its you. Talking to you, thinking you're actually with me here.. In me." 
John had strange emotions going through him at that moment. He had to get used to the sensation of 
possessing Eli's body. What he was currently feeling were not his own physical reactions but Eli's. When John 
started to realize this, he felt a tad intimidated. The young guitarist had allowed him to be inside his body and 
mind. There were few higher signs of trust than this one. Was it love as well? It was not something he was 
ready to discuss but John couldn't avoid thinking about it. He also couldn't avoid letting his own mind wander at 
the thought of possessing Eli and be inside him. Of course, what was happening right there was mental but 
expressing it with those words was a painful reminder to John that he longed for the younger guitarist. The 


most frustrating part of that was that he knew he would never be able to know him physically this way. They 


could never have sex. When he'd be reunited with Eli in the future, in Heaven, whenever that would be, there 


was no doubt that they both would be sexless beings again 

"John?" 

Yeah, Im here, Im just. Getting used to it 

As he said that, John made Eli move his hands and fingers. 

That could be fun 

"What?" 

We can play guitar. | mean, you play then you let me take control and | take over, so we can duel 

Eli thought about it for a few seconds. He liked the idea After a few tentative attempts, John and Eli seemed 
to have made it work and one hour or so later, John was making Eli laugh by telling him stupid jokes while he 
was playing and controlling Eli's hands. The younger guitarist ended up laughing so hard that he was making him 
body shake and made it impossible for John to continue playing. 

Let's take a break, you're killing me," Eli said. 

You know, it's weird to play with your hands. Your fingers are shorter than mine. 

"Sorry." 

No problem, they're shorter but I think youre faster than me. 

"You're pretty fast. | saw you play with your own hand." 

Yeah, but its not the same. You have more dexterity or.. Its different through your hand | am not sure what it is 
‘lm younger, that's the secret." 

Shut up, kiddo. 

Eli sat back into the couch, still laughing. He rapidly became quiet though. His guitar was lying on his lap and he 
hadn't even noticed that John was making his hands touch the body of the instrument, as if he was caressing 
a pet while Eli's mind from the present moment. He was lost in his thoughts. 

John was enjoying the evening like that. Being with Eli, the closest he had ever been. He was not talking and he 
could sense Eli was thinking. He didn't want to bother him. They stayed like that for a while, till John felt 


something. There was a clear switch of emotions within the brunet. It was undeniable. Yet, Eli hadn't said 


anything or moved a single bit. John wasn't sure what it was but then he realized something warm and burning 


was stinging on Eli's face, around his eyes. 

Eli? What..? 

"Sorry," Eli replied without letting John finish his question. 
Youre crying? 

Eli didn't reply but he knew he could not hide it from John 
What's wrong? 


The younger guitarist didn't want to answer. He felt stupid for crying like a child but his emotions had gotten 


the best of him and right this moment, he wasn't able to control himself anymore. 

Tell me. | hate this, talk to me. 

Still no answer from Eli. 

Did | do something? Is it me? Because Im there with you? 

‘It's... Hs not you. Its not because you're here. Shit, this was fun and cool but.. When you go for good, you 
know, when you'll go to Heaven, can we still do that or it will be over? | don't want this to stop. | don't want to 
be without you again. | know this is weird but this is.. Nice as well. At least we can talk and do things together 
again now. | don't want to lose this." 

John thought for a moment. He had no clue what to say. 


| dont know how it is afterwards Maybe we still can do this 


"But you don't know for sure. And what if Dave keeps me again longer than needed when | get Up Here and | 


can't join you ever?" 
it won't happen You know why he did that. It was not your time, that's why he kept you there. 


"| don't want to leave you, or you leaving me," Eli interrupted him. "I can try To join you.. Sooner. If that's what 


it takes, I'll do it” 
John hadn't understood right away what Eli meant but when he did, he yelled at him. 
No! No way, Ell! Dont! Dont even think about it! 


Hearing John scream at him, in his head, caught Eli off guard and made him stop crying. 


"You think I'll end up in Hell if | take my own life? Can it really be worse than where | was? Where you are?" 


Dont hurt yourself, for fucks sake. Weill find a way. Hl find a way. | managed this.. | can try anything to reach you 
again when Hi be in Heaven but don't do anything lke that. You got to take advantage now. Get a new record deal, 
play concerts.. Play guitar and live and enjoy. Youre 20, Eli You have your whole life back 


be the same. Without you, it's different, it's.. John, I'm in love with you and right now, it hurts." 


The pleasure 
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It had become a ritual. Evenings would never arrive fast enough for Eli. He would rush back home from his 
day job to sit on his couch, pick up his guitar and play, calling John with the same few chords and riffs they 
both knew so well by now. When Eli had a short set to play at a venue in town, he would still call for John 
once he was back home, even if they'd talk only for a few minutes before he would go to bed, tired from his 


long working day, bus rides around town and live performance. 
Every evening, John was answering's Eli's guitar call. 
Hey there 


Eli smiled when he heard John's voice in his head, like all the other evenings, except that tonight, he wasn't 


very tired and he hadn't played any gig. 
"Do you have time to stick around with me tonight? It's early here." 
Yeah, am at the residence in my room, bored out of my mind. Are you ready for me? 


Eli found it odd that John was asking him that but he probably figured it was strange to possess someone so 


the other guitarist was still asking permission before intruding in Eli's corporeal form. 
"Yes," Eli answered. 


A few seconds later, Eli felt the now familiar shivering sensation gliding over him, first over his shoulders then 
across his back. It was like a blanket of invisible ice that was enveloping him from behind. The coolness was 
spreading over his body and then inside him. It was painless and only lasted a few seconds. When the sensation 


was gone, he knew John was there. 

Can | play something? 

"Sure, whatever you want," Eli replied. 

That was one of the other guilty pleasures that John was indulging in when he was possessing Eli. It was fun 
to play this way, using Eli's fingers and hands to let his imagination run free. It had been around two weeks 


that they were getting together in that unorthodox fashion and they had become pretty good and 
synchronized at dueling this way. 


| composed a new song | want to play it for you. You'll fell me what you think. 


"Ok," the brunet said, as he felt his hand grab his guitar and John putting his fingers in position on the 
fretboard. 


After John had played him the song, Eli took over and started playing too, making variations to what the blond 
had just made him play and listen to. They jammed like that for a while in the evening. The younger guitarist 
was still playing while John was quietly listening in the background of his mind, till Eli heard his voice again. 

/ was thinking of something 


"What?" 


if | can possess you lke this and you let me use your body and hands to play guitar.. Maybe we could try that 


with something else. 
Eli continued his arpeggio progression distractedly. He wasn't sure what John meant. 
"You wanna play something else? | don't have any other instruments here." 


| wasn't thinking of an instrument. Well.. Not exactly a musical instrument. But Id still need you to let me use your 


hands.. On you. 


Eli missed a note - that was a rare occurrence - and stopped abruptly when he understood what John meant. 


He just didn't know how or what to reply. 
Youre blushing. 


Eli was trying to imagine what John just mentioned and how it could be when the blond's remark caught his 


attention. 

"How do you know l'm blushing? You don't see me." 

No, but | feel it. | feel what you feel, remember? 

John knew that this odd situation would open exciting opportunities for both of them if Eli was ok with it. He 
couldn't experience anything of that sort Up Here but through Elis body, he could most likely make up for a 
few months of sensual deprivation. 


Eli? Im sorry if | said something you didnt like. Just forget if, ok? 


"No, don't say that. It's alright, it's.. A weird but cool idea" 


Yeah?.. So does that mean yes? You'll let me? 

".. Yes," Eli confirmed 

Okay, then.. Perhaps we take this to the bedroom? Will be more comfortable. 

Eli stood up and put his guitar on the floor. He headed for the room next door, his bedroom. It was a relatively 
small apartment and the kitchen and living room were just one not very large room but the bedroom was 


actually a decent size. 


Eli was barefoot and just wearing a t-shirt and jeans. He sat on the edge of his bed, feeling more self- 


conscious than ever. John couldn't read his mind but he could feel the tension growing across his body. 
Relax. We don't have to do this rf you don't want to. 

"| want to, | just feel stupid like this.. By myself" 

Youre not by yourself Im right here with you 


To prove his point, John made one of Eli's hands move up to his neck, slowly sliding from one side to the back. 


His fingers started to knead his nape and the back of his head, at the bottom of his hairline. 
Feels good, right? 

"Yeah," Eli sighed. 

So.. What do you normally think about when you touch yourself? 


Eli almost laughed at the expression John used. He had never really thought about it consciously nor spoken to 


anyone about that. He had never done dirty talk or anything of that sort when he was in bed with girls. 
"| guess it depends. | don't know.. | miss you so | think about you often" 
Í think about you too but | have nothing fo release my yearning Up Here. 


"But I've tried not to think too much about you. | felt strange doing that because.. Its gonna sound silly but | 


wasn't sure.. In case you weren't ok with it," Eli confessed. 
Given what | just proposed, now you know Im more than ok with it 


"IIl know for next time." 


Dont think about next time. Think about now. 


John led Eli's hand further in his hair, letting his short nail gently scratch his scalp. The blond was relishing 
the sensations relayed to him via Eli's body and fingertips. It truly was a confusing situation. He was feeling 
what Eli was feeling but he was fearing that for Eli, touching his own body or hair were probably not things 
the younger guy would find so fascinating. 


| love how it feels, the way | feel you via your own touch Maybe its boring to you but its great for me. | have 


the impression | haven't experienced any of my senses since so long 


Eli's heart was starting to race. By now, he knew he didn't have to make a comment about it. John could feel it 


too. He didn't want John to stop. 


Its not boring. | like it, | know its you doing that.. | try to imagine you're here with me and it's your hands on 


me. 


John made Eli take off his t-shirt and lie on the bed. He wanted to do that slowly, as if he were there with 
him. When they were together Up Here, they had kissed a few times but they had not touched each other. 
They had hugged and been in each other's arms but they were always fully clothed and there hadn't been 


much more happening since they knew that there wasn't much to fool around with below the waist. 
Ive wanted fo touch your skin for so long. 


John moved Eli's left hand across his stomach and chest, running small circles on his warm skin with the tip of 


his calloused fingers. 

Eli's right hand moved down. The older guitarist led the other guitarist's index finger graze the skin alongside 
the waistband of his own jeans, left and right, before pushing easily under it, as the brunet wasn't wearing any 
belt. He stopped the finger when he felt the elastic band of Eli's underwear. 

"God, John.. Take these off," Eli pleaded. 

As long as John was in control of his body, there was nothing Eli could do about it. He could only move on his 
own accord if John would let him but of course for now, it seemed like John was having fun teasing him and 
staying in charge by guiding his hands and fingers. 

Í wish | was there to pin you down on the bed and make you wait a little longer. 


"| don't wanna wait,” Eli replied 


John didn't answer and instead proceeded to move Eli's hands to undo his jeans and take them off completely. 


He let one hand run over the fabric of his underwear, palming Eli's hard-on. 


| can feel you're impatient. 

| never touch myself this way," Eli said. 

Its because it's not you, its me touching you and | lke it a lot 

‘| usually just take care of the more pressing matters between my legs," Eli chuckled. "No foreplay." 


Ml fake care of that too, dont worry, but | kinda lke the foreplay thing 


‘| wish you here though. | wish | could feel your mouth on mine while you're touching me. | remember when 
we kissed, the first time.” 


| remember too and | wish | could kiss you right now, Eli 


John lifted one of Eli's hands up to his mouth and brushed his fingertips against his lips to reinforce what he 
had just said. 


While they were talking, John was continuing to control Eli's hands. They were stroking his hips now and sliding 
slowly to his thighs. The younger guitarist lifted his head a little to watch. Sure, these were his hands but he 
was not doing that and somehow he started to forget the oddness of the situation and to fantasize more 
vividly that it was John's expert hands touching him. 

John made Eli remove his underwear. 

Close your eyes 


Eli let his head fall back on the bed and did as he was told, trying to visualize John's face hovering above him. 


His right hand moved further, finally. He felt his fingers caressing his balls and soon after curling around his 
shaft, tugging a little. 


A pretty boy with a very handsome cock.. All for me.. 

‘Its been nine years since someone touched me like this," Eli said softly. 

Granted, it didn't feel like nine years. Since he had come back among the living, one of the few comforting 
things he had gotten back was the possibility to jack off again. It was usually too fast and he still felt 
frustrated after but it was better than nothing. Yet, this, with John, was feeling completely different. The way 
John was touching him and hearing his voice at the same time was making it very special and he realized he 


was craving his touch much more than he thought. 


Shit, El, this is surreal.. Touching you this way.. lve dreamed about it.. And feeling how it feels for you at the 


same time as how it feels for me fo do it.. 

"Feels great..." Eli breathed out. 

Agreed.. You feel amazing.. 

It was a sensory overload for John. The ironic thing was that his body wasn't equipped to deal with any sexual 
arousal anymore. Yet, he was feeling all the emotions and other body reactions he would have if he had been in 
his old living body. His heart was racing - it was actually the first time he noticed his heart was still beating - 
Why would they still have a beating heart when they were dead? -, his breath was uneven, his body felt 
overly sensitive everywhere, even if nothing was Touching it. 

The blond focused back on what he was doing and feeling with Eli. His right hand was now sliding up and down 
easily around the brunet's cock with his palm and the inside of his fingers slick with pre-cum that got 
smeared along his length. John reveled in the sensation he got from holding and pumping Eli's cock. From the 
way the brunet was writhing on the bed and moaning a little louder every so often, the other guitarist 
believed he was doing it right and it felt great for him too. 

l love fo feel you Ike this 


‘It's so good.. Faster... Please..." Eli moaned. 


John obliged. At the same time, the blond was imagining he was lying next to Eli and he knew perfectly well 


what else he would have done to him right this moment. 


He made the younger guitarists left hand slid up to his chest and towards his neck which he gently squeezed, 


careful not to hurt him, but just enough to make him feel he was in control. 
Eli gasped at the movement and opened his eyes in a brief moment of panic which John felt as well. 
Relax, Eli Not gonna hurt you.. Just playing.. 


The brunet's left hand continued to travel up to his mouth. Eli felt his fingertips ghosting across his lips 
before his hand moved further up over his face, to his hair. His fingers tangled in his brown locks 


Eli was on the edge. Although John wasn't familiar with Eli's body and physical reactions, there were signs that 
couldn't be mistaken. The heat pooling in the pit of his stomach and the tension in the younger guitarist's 
muscles, the accelerating heart rate, the labored breath and the clenched jaws were all too clear. 


John pulled on Eli's hair with his fist, one single harsh move to yank his head back into the pillow. 


Come for me, Eli Now.. 


"Johnl," Eli exclaimed as he spilled himself over his stomach and hand, as if John's words had magically pushed 


him beyond the finish line. 

John released his grip on Eli's hair and cock at once. The sensation he had just gotten from feeling Eli's orgasm 
and at the same time the mental pleasure of knowing he had made him come were too much to process. He 
was still feeling Eli's body reactions but they were subsiding somehow. John realized that it was perhaps too 
much to handle for him and that he was going to lose the physical connection with the younger guitarist. He 
was starting to feel mentally drained but he wanted to stay with Eli a little longer and enjoy the moment. 
"John?," 

lm here. 

"That was frigging awesorve..," Eli panted. 

Eli's strained voice was the nicest sound John had heard in a while, besides his guitar playing. 

| noticed.. You almost made me blush 

"Shut up," Eli said with a small laugh. 

Ím no longer there physically with you. Im foo tired for this, | think. 

"Don't go." 

Not going anywhere.. | can still stay a bit, but just mentally. 

"It's ok.. Shit, John, | wish you were here right now, for real.” 

Me too. Believe me. 


"| never felt like this. Nobody ever made me feel like this... Thanks." 


Dont thank me.. Yeah. IF was fucking amazing It wouldn't have felt the same if | had been there. | mean, it would 
have been fantastic, Im sure, but different. | wouldn't have felt what you did. 


Eli was silent for a moment, still catching his breath. 
Youre gonna sleep like a baby tonight. 


"Probably, yes. | hope I'll dream of you." 


Hl be there tomorrow. 


"Ok..." 


Ím going fo leave you now. Its difficult for me to think and focus | guess Ive used up all my concentration powers 


Sweet dreams, Eli 
"You too, John." 


A few seconds later, the brunet could feel he was all by himself. It was impossible for him to describe what 


was making him feel that John was connected to him or not telepathically, but he knew. 


He was still sprawled on his bed, naked and sticky so he forced himself to stand up and go take a shower. At 
this point, all Eli wanted was to curl up under the sheets and fall asleep to dream of John 


The scare 


This time, when he woke up the next morning, Eli didn't have any doubt about whether what he remembered 


from the night before had been a dream or not. 


He was on cloud nine the whole day. Even his shift at the restaurant didn't seem like a hassle for once. It was 
the day he got paid and he had also surprisingly gotten bigger tips than usual. Altogether, at this pace, he 
figured he would probably only need another six months till he could afford a few hours of studio to record a 


good demo and chase records labels with good material. 


The younger guitarist had a quick dinner with leftovers he had brought back from the restaurant, then he sat 
in front of the television with his guitar. He played a little bit and called John the usual way, impatient to talk 
and be in touch with him again. There was no immediate response. He waited for a while, a couple of hours, 


playing his usual riffs time and again but there was no answer from John 


Around Il o'clock, Eli finally decided it was too late and he went to bed, frustrated about not having spoken to 
John. He was trying to recall if that had even happened before. As far as he remembered, they had spoken to 


each other every evening or night since John had discovered how to contact him. 


The following two days yielded no further results as far as contacting John was concerned. The younger 
guitarist started to be a bit paranoid about the whole thing. He was beyond frustrated or angry. He was 
definitely worried that something had happened to John. And while he was trying to keep calm and not 
overreact, he also wondered if John may have been sent to Heaven and that, as they feared, communicating 


the way they had done in the last few weeks wouldn't be possible anymore. 


Without any explanation for John's absence, Eli's good mood had disappeared fairly fast after the night he had 
spent with John Technically speaking, they hadn't really spent the night together, but it had been as close as 
possible to getting laid long-distance. After that happened, John's no-show was unbearable. The young guitarist 
was trying to be rational and to think that there was no reason for John not to be back in touch, meaning 
that if he wasn't contacting him, it only meant that he couldn't and that he was gone and probably in Heaven 
where things were different. It didn't make the situation more tolerable for Eli but it was an explanation and it 
was the only one he had. 


In the next few days, the brunet almost didn't touch his guitar. That was unnatural for him but truthfully, he 
didn't feel like playing anything. Finally, one night, out of complete boredom and desperation, a few days later, Eli 
started to play again 

The first time he played his usual riffs, John reached out to him. 


El, where were you? 


The brunet immediately stopped playing. 


"What? You're asking me where | was? Where were you?" 

Ím sorry.. | haven't heard you play since a while and before that.. | had some problems staying awake. | think the 
physical possession trick is too draining | mean, | can probably try again but not for so long | can't keep track of 
time, I just know | was in bed most of the time lately, sleeping 


So that was that, simply, Eli wondered. 


"John, I'm sorry. | didn't mean to be aggressive with you. l. | just got so worried that you were gone and we 


couldn't talk anymore. | didn't feel like playing in the past few days, thats why you didn't hear me." 
How long has it been, since that night? 
"Six days." 


John couldn't believe he had been sleeping for several days in a row but from what Eli was telling him, it was 


how long it had taken him to recover. 

Shit.. lm sorry. Really, if | could have done it differently, | would have. You know, dont you? 
"| know. I'm sorry too." 

But now Im here with you, again, like before. 

Eli put his guitar away and curled up on the couch, pulling his knees against his chest. 


5o whats up since the last time? | was about to say the last time we spoke but last time, we did a little more 
than speaking.. 


It was really nice for Eli to hear John's voice again but now he was not in the mood to joke about anything. 
Eli? 

"l'm not feeling good, John" 

Youre sick? 

"Not sick.. Just.. What just happened, these last few days. Don't you see? This is just what its gonna be soon, 
whenever they send you to Heaven. Or if for some reasons you cannot even reach me mentally now because it 
is too tiring.. Then what? | will be all alone here again. Since | couldn't speak with you these last few days, | just 


replayed our night together.. It was so good but it was torture too. | know | will never have anything else, 
anything more with you. |... | just want to be with you, touch you, be in your arms. | know that when I'll be 


with you we won't be able to do anything more but at least | could feel you... Shit, John! This is fucked up 
beyond belief! | don't want this. This is not the life | wanted, not what | had before. | don't want to live like 
this." 

Hey, Eli. Calm down.. | get it, ok? | have the same frustrations. We just have fo try to get over this 

"No, | don't want to try to get over this. l.. | don't want this anymore." 

John was a bit scared of hearing Eli speak like that. 

What do you want then? 

| want this to stop. | cannot live like this. Maybe l'm alive but l'm not living, John" 

John remembered Eli had had similar words a little while ago, the first time he actually possessed him and 


they had played guitar together. This time, though, it was worse because Eli was not only sad and distressed 


but also angry and he knew anger could make someone do very stupid things. 
Listen to me, El, dont think about that 

"Ive thought about that every day since you disappeared” 

No, please. 


"They sent me back here but l'm not living. | barely make it through the days. And everything | could look 


forward to here... It makes no difference. | don't want anything if | cant be with you. That's all | want now." 
John felt a lump in his throat. He couldn't have dreamed of anything greater. This young guy was talented, 
handsome, friendly and he was in love with him. Yet, all he wished was that they had never met so Eli would 
never have these thoughts and feel so bad and John wouldn't be so frustrated and upset. The blond was trying 
to sound calm and rationale but he was afraid for the brunet. 

ks it late now? 

"No, it's 10 o' clock,” Eli replied 

Why don't you go to bed? lil stay with you till you fall asleep, ok? You need to calm down and get some rest. 


‘lm not even sure how to do it. l'm so squeamish, | guess | could only try to swallow pills to finish myself. 


Anything else, | wouldn't be able to even attempt," Eli stated, as if he wasn't listening to John 


Seriously, Eli Dont say those things You're scaring me. 


‘I'm sorry. I'll just go to bed and shut up." 
Its not what | meant. 
I'm not good company tonight" 


Finally, Eli went to bed and fell asleep fairly quickly. When he was on his own again, the older guitarist was still 
scared for Eli. He wasn't sure if the words he had spoken were just words or if he would really do something 


like that. 
John needed to get some fresh air outside to calm himself as well. 


He walked around for what seemed like hours because his legs had rarely felt so heavy. While taking a break 
and sitting on a bench in a park, he saw a small point of light on the far horizon John squinted to try to see 
better. There was another smaller shape next to the shining object: 


John decided to change direction and head toward what he had just spotted. As he got close enough to see 
more clearly, he could see it was an angel, as he had hoped. It was however impossible to say whether it was 
the same than the one he had seen when Eli was sent back because they all looked very similar in his eyes. 


Nevertheless, he started to walk faster in the creature's direction, hoping it wouldn't disappear when he would 
reach him. As he approached, he saw that the angel wasn't alone. Dave was with him. 


That was not good news. John had never felt any sympathy for Dave and for some unknown reasons, it 
seemed to John that Dave never liked him, and it had only gotten worse when Dave noted that Eli and him had 
become close. Since the incident in his office and the way he had forced the angel to listen to that message 
that was meant for Dave alone, the CEO of Up Here was even less cordial with him. Nothing that John didn't 
expect, of course. Their last conversation, when John had run into him after he had left the library, had been 
a bitter escalation of words. Dave had obviously not taken well the fact that his mistake had been exposed in 


front of an angel, not to mention this meant that his favorite resident had been sent away. 

John recalled their conversation, which quickly turned into an argument. 

"You knew all along, right? You knew it was a mistake and you didn't say anything," John said to confront him. 
"We never make mistake," Dave spat. 


"If that wasn't a mistake, why did the angel feel like rectifying the situation right away when he heard about 
ine 


"Angels see everything black and white. They are not subtle creatures. Sending him back was a mistake. It was 
too late to act anyway. Harm had been done. His family and friends had been grieving his death. Why sending 


him back now? He would have ended Up Here anyway in a few years." 


"A few yearsl?," John exclaimed. "You mean 30 years. 30 fucking years! Do you realize what you prevented him 


from achieving by doing that?" 


"| didn't prevent anything. Death happened, on the wrong date. | just take care of the people when they arrive 
here, | don't do anything else." 


"You must have known he didn't belong here when he arrived," John replied "You should have done something 


right away.” 

"It took me a while to understand why he was here, why he was not listed anywhere. He was way too ‘alive’ 
compared to the other residents. But then he was fine, till you arrived. He had gotten used to the place and to 
be quiet and play music. | enjoyed listening to him so he got an audience, you see?" 

"You kept him here for your own selfish needs. You'd have kept him forever or what?" 


"You heard him play and you saw what he looked like, didn't you? You can't blame me for liking it" 


"You're sick and pathetic. He was floating around like a fish in an aquarium. There's nothing to enjoy here. 
There's nothing to live for." 


"Correct, Mr. 5, because you're not living anymore, in case you have forgotten. You're dead. Now its time to 


rest and reflect on life and the absurdity of it, not to have fun 
John had walked away from Dave after that. If he had stayed, he would have probably lost it. 
He tried to forget that conversation because he didn't need to be more upset than he already was from his 


last chat with Eli. For now, John was just hoping that the angel would hear him if he had something to say and 
that Dave wouldn't get in his way. 


The plea 

The blond was a little out of breath when he reached the two individuals after he ran a quick sprint to get to 
them before they could vanish. They must have heard him from afar because they had turned around and 
were looking at him when he arrived at their level. 

"I need to.. talk to you," John huffed as he was still trying to catch his breath. 

"Mr. 5, we are busy, in the middle of a business talk," Dave replied with his usual smug look. 

"It won't take long,” John insisted. 

John was looking at the angel and he was trying to assess whether it was the same creature than the one he 
had met at Dave's office but that proved pretty impossible. He had seen a few other angels before and they 
all looked similar. This one was no exception. Suddenly, however, it spoke up. 

"You're John, aren't you?" 

John felt a big relief when he realized that it must have been the same angel and that he had recognized him. 
"Yes. You remember me? My friend that you sent back?" 

The angel nodded. 

"| need to go back too. He's not well." 

"You cannot go back. You know why," the angel replied. 


"Mr. 5, please don't bother us," Dave retorted 


"Someone needs to help him. He's.. He's talking about suicide," John uttered, feeling a brief wave of disgust at 
the word he had to use when referring to Eli. 


For the first time since he had met the creature, John saw an emotion flash across its face. He was not sure 


what it was. It could have been fear or anger but it definitely was something that made the angel react. 
"He cannot commit suicide." 


"Well, | told him that, but.. He's sad and alone and desperate and.. | don't expect you to understand humans and 
feelings but something must happen." 


The angel actually looked a tad worried now. 


"How do you know how he is doing and that he spoke about suicide?," Dave asked with a frown. 

John was about to make a smart-ass reply when he realized that his telepathic communication with Eli, not to 
mention the way he possessed him, was probably unusual. Maybe it was even something not allowed, since 
nobody had ever talked to him about that. The blond was therefore unsure what to reply. 

"Mr. 5, would you be so kind as to answer us?," Dave added with a hint of impatience in his voice. 

John tried not to look uneasy and turned away from Dave to look at the angel. 

"I want to talk to you privately," he said. 

"Don't be ridiculous," Dave interjected while his eyes shot daggers at John 


"It's fine," the angel cut in. "Leave us for now." 


John was almost starting to get used to Dave's glares. As expected, he didn't argue with the angel and he 
disappeared immediately, as told. 


"Souls who are destined for Heaven cannot commit suicide," the angel said. 


The metallic undertone of the angel's voice made the statement sound even more judgmental than it probably 


was. 
"He would not have thought about that if he hadn't died and then been sent back without anyone to talk to." 
The angel closed its eyes. 

"It was not meant to be’ 

"Whatever happened, now you have to deal with it. He said that." 


"You have a telepathic connection with him, don't you? When did you start talking to him this way?,” the angel 
asked. 


John looked at the big black eyes of the creature. He could not see pupils or irises. The eyes of the angel were 


large shiny black orbs where you couldn't read much. 


| don't know. The notion of time is hard to grasp here," John replied. "What will happen to him if he does? | 


mean, if he... kills himself?" 


"There are many places besides this one. People who take their own life do not find rest easily. He wasn't 


meant to go through this. This would be an issue for us all here," the angel explained. 
John listened but didn't really understand. 


"| don't know what that means for all of us here, but you're an angel. Ever heard of guardian angels? Can you 


go down on earth and help him out?," 


"We are not allowed to leave this place," the creature told John. "We cannot go. But | understand what you 


say. 
"So are there other creatures that can go and help him? Make him feel less alone? | would do anything to help 
him but what more can | do from here? He says its more of a torture when we speak now because." John 
abruptly stopped his sentence as he didn't want to say too much to the creature in front of him. 


The angel looked down at John. 


"No creature from Up Here would do any good at comforting a living human," the angel said. "We do not know 
what happens in the heart and soul of people. We can just read it. | already read you, John. | know what | read. 
If you are ready to delay your transition to Heaven, | will send you back, for the sole purpose of taking care of 
your friend and be his guardian angel.” 

John looked at the creature in disbelief. 

"Are you serious?" 

"As | said, no one from here can go down among the living and | have to ensure that he doesn't take his own 
life. You can go back down there and try to protect him because you understand him. However, you can only 
be down there till he is. You are supposed to be dead. | cannot make you stay longer than he will” 

"That's... That's fine, of course. | don't care. | just want to be there for him," John exclaimed. 

"He cannot know the time of his future death, do you remember that? You unfortunately heard about it when 
you were in Dave's office the last time but Eli doesn't know. Nobody should know when they'll die. You cannot 
tell him that he'll die at 50." 

"Ok" 


"You will have to go through the same situation than he does. You will no longer be known or recognized by 


anyone you knew before. You will have to restart your life from scratch." 
"It's ok. | just want to be with him." 


"And you have to make sure he doesn't commit suicide. If he does, you will not end up together up here. Do 


you understand?" 
"| get it" 
The angel nodded and turned away. 


"Wait for me at the residence. | need to inform Dave first. He will need to change the registry Up Here and 
erase your name from the list." 


The celestial creature swiftly moved away. John was a little frozen about what had just happened and what he 
had been proposed. He couldn't say he wasn't happy about the outcome of his talk with the angel. He was 
thrilled about it, of course, but he had never expected this to happen and therefore he was a bit shell- 
shocked about the situation and what that meant for him and for Eli. 


After he regained some composure, he hurried back to the residence. He went up to his room and looked 
around. There was nothing to take back with him, so that was easy. He was wondering whether he would tell Eli 


first, if he should try to connect with him now. 


The blond had no reason not to trust the angel but all this was so sudden and almost too good to be true that 
he was still trying to think about the potential negative aspect of this new situation. 


Furthermore, John was a little afraid to say anything to Eli in advance because in case anything would go 
wrong, or there was a change of plan, it would be even more disappointing for the two of them, but certainly 
for Eli, who didn't need this kind of drama. Also, John was wondering whether he would even have time to 
connect with Eli before he left. He had no idea when the angel would come back and how long it would take him 


to go back to earth, among the living. 


At this point, he just hoped that Eli wouldn't lose patience if he tried to reach him but couldn't get a hold of 
him. Soon he would be back down there and he would be with him. That was well worth missing a telepathic 


connection. 


The return 


John had been sent back the same way Eli was. A gentle touch of the angel's index finger on his forehead had 
pushed him into oblivion. He woke up in the middle of his living room, lying on the floor and feeling like he had a 
very bad case of hangover which however magically disappeared after a few minutes. 


Once the older guitarist regained his memory and got a grasp of the situation and what had just happened, he 
stood up and checked the place around, just to make sure this really was his apartment. He turned on the 
television and checked the time and the day. I+ all seemed to make sense, at least as much as things make 


sense when you're back from among the dead after a while. 


John looked at himself in the entrance hallway mirror. He was still wearing one of those white outfits from Up 
Here so he rushed to his bedroom to go and change into something more normal. As he undressed, he was 


pleased to see that his body was also back to normal and the space in-between his legs was no longer empty. 


The blond took a shower and after that decided to shave. This was a luxury he had missed. Up Here, his body 
and appearance had been frozen in the state they were at his last moment before death had struck. John had 
apparently not shaved for the last two days before his fatal car accident and therefore, he had kept his 
stubble for months now. It wasn't growing but it was impossible to shave off as well. He didn't necessarily mind 


the look but he had simply been fed up of having the same facial hair style for the last few months. 


Similarly, John was dying to eat and drink something. It was another type of things which they didn't need 


either but just like with sex, the craving for food and drinks had been omnipresent for him. 


Two hours or so later, after having picked up a coffee and a donut on his way, John parked his car in the main 
street of Eli's neighborhood. He didn't know his exact address but from their various chats, Eli had told him 
where he lived and what his building and surroundings looked like. John figured that it wouldn't take him too 


long to check names on the mailboxes in the few apartment buildings he could see around him. 


It was in the sixth place that he entered that he finally found Eli's name. The bell read Jason Becker. John 
smiled at the thought that he would suggest to him to change it to Eli Becker. The apartment was on the 3rd 
floor and the main entrance door to the inside of the building didn't seem to lock anymore so John walked in 


and headed towards the elevators. 
It didn't look like a shady or dangerous area but it definitely wasn't a nice or affluent neighborhood either. 


When he arrived on the right floor, John looked for the door to Eli's place. He knocked a few times. He hadn't 
even paid attention to the time it was. He had been walking around the neighborhood since a while now and he 
only realized that it was perhaps late and Eli could be sleeping. He checked his watch and it read just a little 
past 10 o' clock, which was fine and told him that his friend was most likely not in bed yet. 


The younger guitarist was in his bedroom when he heard knocks on the door. He checked his alarm on the 


bedside table. It was 10.07 pm. He wasn't waiting for anyone, obviously, and he didn't know any of his current 
neighbors, so he wondered who it could be at that hour. He could have simply ignored the visitor but he didn't 
like to do that and so he reluctantly got up from his bed and left the magazine he was reading open on the 


floor. 
There were a few more knocks as he arrived and opened his door. 


Eli didn't realize immediately who was standing in front of him, at his door. Or maybe he realized but his brain 
switched to stand-by mode for a few seconds. When the shock of seeing John - was he hallucinating? - 
disappeared, he still was shell-shocked and didn't dare moving. He honestly thought this was a mirage, or a 


dream, or him going crazy. 

It had been two months since Eli was back among the living. Two months he hadn't seen John, because John 
was dead. Nevertheless, there he was apparently, standing in his doorway, looking alive and well, with a playful 
smile and his warm brown eyes. Eli couldn't believe it even if he wanted to. 

"John?! .. What..? What the hell?!," Eli finally let out. 

"Looks like I'm back," John simply replied. 


“But... How... How is it possible?!" 


The blond took a few steps forward to walk inside Eli's apartment. The younger guitarist let him in. He couldn't 
detach his eyes from the other man who was casually coming in as if it had been the most natural thing in 


the world. 
John had thought about what he would tell Eli when he would see him again. But now that he was here, it was 
easier said than done. Whatever he had rehearsed in his head on the drive here faded away as his brain could 


only focus on having Eli right in front of him. 


"I tried to reach you tonight and you wouldn't respond. | thought maybe there was something wrong with you 


again, like you were tired or your body or mind wouldn't let you connect with me." 

"| guess | was probably already here when you tried When the angel sent me back, | arrived in my apartment. 
It took me a while to realize where | was and why | was lying on the floor of my living room. Then | changed 
and | drove here. | had to search a bit to find your apartment.” 

Eli was still looking at him in awe, not yet completely convinced that he wasn't hallucinating or dreaming. 


"But... You still haven't told me. Why are you here? And... Are you back for good?" 


"Yes, for good." 


Elis face illuminated with a big smile. 

"How did it happen? Why did they allow you to come back here?" 
"When is the last time we spoke? Yesterday?," John asked, 

"Yes, why?" 


‘| was scared for you after we spoke. With what you said. It wasn't the first time you said something about 


taking your own life and." 
Eli's smile suddenly disappeared, 


"| don't know if it was a coincidence but after we spoke and you fell asleep yesterday, | went out for a walk 
and | saw an angel and Dave. | didn't know if it was the same angel that we saw before, the one that made you 
come back, but | went to talk to them and | told them they had to do something for you, that you were 
thinking of that and.. The angel said you cannot do that. Eli, you cannot kill yourself. You hear me?" 


Eli looked away, embarrassed by what he had said and the fact he scared John and John had spoken about 
that to the angel. 


"| didn't mean to upset you. | shouldn't have said anything," Eli said. 


"No, you had to.. You.. You can tell me anything, okay? Don't ever think you can't but.. | couldn't stand to think 
that one day you would maybe do it. So | asked them to do something for you. | told the angel about how 
difficult it was because you were alone here. The angel said it couldn't do anything and that no one from Up 
Here could come down to earth in our world | begged them to help and protect you. That's when the angel told 
me he would sent me back to make sure that.. You were fine. If that was what it took, they were ready to 


make me come back to look over you, make sure you don't do anything you'd regret.” 


Eli wasn't sure he understood everything to the situation and why everyone now seemed to care so much 


about him Up Here but his eyes locked on the blond. 

"You're back here to look over me? Like some sort of.. Guardian angel?," Eli asked with a half-smile. 

"Don't get your hopes up. | don't have any superpowers or anything like that 

"| dont care, John. As long as you're here with me." 

The brunet couldn't resist any longer and took John in his arms. He remembered the last time they had done 


that. It was just before he left and said goodbye Up Here. They had stayed in each other's arms for a few 


minutes and this time again, the hug lasted much longer than necessary. 


He finally pulled away a little to look at John's face. 
"| don't know why they think | deserve you but | promise I'll take care of you too," Eli told him. 


The brunet ran a hand in John's white blond hair. He moved closer and paused for a second to watch the other 
man's reaction before continuing and pressing his lips on John’s. Eli kissed him, slowly and gently. The contact 
made John feel like his head was going to explode and even if he tried to contain himself, his response was 
almost immediate. He kissed back, hungrily and Eli pulled away, a little surprised. 


"Sorry," John said when he realized his response might have been a tad too strong. "It's just a bit.. 


Overwhelming." 

"I know," the younger guitarist nodded. 

He approached again for another kiss. 

"Take it slow, please... | missed you so much," Eli whispered right against John's mouth. 

This time John had a bit more self-control and picked up the same pace, moving his lips in syne with Eli who 
opened his mouth for him after a short while. John moaned in appreciation without breaking the kiss. He let his 
tongue explore Elis mouth. It was familiar, as they had kissed before, but at the same time, it felt like a first 


kiss again, maybe because they were both alive now and there were other sensations awoken by Eli's kiss and 
his body pressed against John's. 


The sleepover 


Eli broke the kiss and looked at John's shiny eyes. 
"You're hungry?," Eli asked 
"Depends what you mean with that," John said with a smirk. 


"I know | was starving when | returned and | have some good food in the fridge, that is if you're into 


restaurant leftovers." 

"Sounds good to me." 

A few hours later, after having eaten something and talked a lot, Eli remembered that he was supposed to go 
to work the day after. It was already past midnight and he should be sleeping a little in order to be able to 
stay awake through his shift at the restaurant for the whole day. 


"John, | need to sleep now. | have to get up at 530 to go to work tomorrow, and.. We're already tomorrow, so 


in a few hours." 


After hanging around and wandering aimlessly for a few months Up Here, John hadn't yet thought about the 


normal aspects of daily life among the living. 
"Oh? Yes, sure.. So early?" 


"| need to be there at 6.45. The restaurant serves breakfast from T o'clock and the bus takes a while from 


here.” 
The two men stood up. John knew it was his cue for leaving even if he didn't want to. 

"Do you want to stay here for the night?," Eli asked 

"You dont mind?" 

"No, | don't, thats why | just asked. It'd be nice, actually, but..." Eli continued with a shy smile. 

" Butz" 

"Just that when | ask if you're staying for the night.. The couch is too small and | have one bed only, so we 
will sleep together but | didnt mean.. lim not sure | want to.." Eli was struggling to say something that didn't 


sound corny but at the same time, he didn't want John to have expectations he wouldn't be able to meet, at 


least for now. 


"Eli, it's ok. | don't want anything. | just want to be here with you. For the rest.. We have time," John told him. 
"Ok, perfect, then bedroom's this way, bathroom in front. Make yourself at home." 


A little later, in the bedroom, Eli had stripped down to his underwear and climbed into bed John had taken off 
his shoes and jeans. He sat on the edge of the bed, unbuttoned the front of his shirt and took it off. As he 
turned around and lay on the bed, he noticed that Eli was looking at him. Actually more than looking, he was 
staring. It was the first time they saw each other shirtless and while Eli had seen that John had tattoos on 
his arms before, he had not seen John without a t-shirt and had perhaps not guessed that there was much 


more ink to see beyond what was shown when he was wearing short sleeves. 
It was certainly not the first time that John saw someone surprised about how many tattoos he had. This had 
happened often the first time he would undress in front of someone else and go to bed with a new boyfriend. 


Yet, tonight, it felt different. John was unusually self-conscious in front of Eli. 


The younger guitarist seemed fascinated by the art that was spreading across most of John's upper body and 


without realizing it, his fingers started tracing around the swirling lines of the various designs. 


"I love the colors," Eli said, without lifting his gaze from the detailed large koi fish that was drawn under one 


of John's collarbones. 


The brunet's fingertips were gently stroking the inked skin as Eli was admiring the tattoos on John's biceps and 
shoulders, then on his chest. 


| probably shouldn't be doing that, right?," Eli said. 

"What?" 

"Staring like this at your tattoos." 

"No, it's ok. | love them. That's why | got them. I'm glad you like them too." 

Eli smiled. 

"Yeah... You're really beautiful." 

John was surprised to feel a hint of blush creeping over his face because of that comment. He was usually 
not the type to be shy but the way Eli was looking at him and touching him was exhilarating and frankly quite 
arousing. The blond was fully aware though that he had to take things slow and there was no way he could 


just roll on top of the younger guitarist and devour him the way he wanted to right this moment. 


An instant later, Eli scooted even closer and leaned over to kiss him. John took it as a sign that slow still 


meant some contact and touching was ok for Eli as they both lay in bed. 


"Come over here," the blond said to the brunet, who let John pull him down to lie on top of him before 


resuming their kiss. 

John shifted his body slightly, till his semi-hard cock grinded against Eli's crotch. The brunet sighed in 
appreciation when he felt John was getting hard and noticed that he was getting there too. John's hands slid 
down Eli's back, all the way to his ass, and up. 

"You're ok with that?," John asked as he passed his hands in Eli's long brown hair. 


"Yes," Eli said before kissing back and moving his hips against John. 


Eli's mouth traveled to John’s neck and further down on his chest. The younger guitarist was sliding down on 


the bed, his hands and mouth exploring more and more of John's body. 


John didn't want the younger guitarist to feel pressured to do anything he didn't really want but at the same 


time, feeling Eli's mouth down there on his belly was making any rational decision difficult. 
| thought you wanted to sleep," the blond said as he glanced down at Eli. 

| thought so too.. But | changed my mind," Eli answered as he winked at John. 

"You don't have to.. Do anything." 

"| know but | want to make you feel good, as good as you made me feel.. A week ago." 


John wasn't ready to forget that jack off session anytime soon. It had probably been the hottest thing he had 


ever done considering there had been only one person in the room physically speaking. 


Eli hooked his thumbs in the waistband of John's underwear and pushed them down. He moved back up a little 
on the bed, sitting next to John's hips. Eli leaned over and started to kiss John's waist, hips and belly button 
One of his hands made its way between John's parted legs, caressing his balls and the underside of his cock 


which was fully hard by now. 


Eli licked the palm of his hand and let his fingers close around John's erection. The other guitarist thrusted his 
hips up a little when Eli took him in his hand, reveling in the contact. The blond had dreamed about that for a 
while without having any means to satisfy his craving, not even by himself when he was Up Here. Now he was 


just hoping he wouldn't last thirty seconds because he had been waiting for this since way too long. 
"Like that?," Eli asked as his nimble fingers started sliding up and down John's shaft. 


"Yeah... Like that..." John whispered. 


The younger guitarist seemed to get the hang of it pretty fast. It was not exactly like doing it to himself but 
it was not really foreign either. John seemed to appreciate what he was doing with his fingers and thumb, if 


he had to judge from the heavier breathing that the blond was letting out. 


Eli continued his handy work and noticed he was getting pretty excited too at the sight of John and the way he 
was reacting to his touch. His hand was now nicely slick with smeared precum and it was much easier to jerk 


him off. 


"Eli... Fuck, yeah... I'm close." John exhaled while he reached down with his hand and started to caress Eli's head 


and face. 


John's fingers brushed over Eli's lips. The younger guitarist opened them slightly at the contact of the blond's 
fingers and without thinking, John pushed two fingers in his mouth. Eli made a small noise, surprised by the 
intrusion but then he started to suck on them, swirling his tongue around John's index and middle finger while 


his hand continued to pump him faster. 


John gasped at the hot and wet sensations he got from the sucking and tongue flicking on his fingers. Together 
with the hand job, all this was quickly becoming too much. John bucked his hips and pushed the back of his 


head in the pillow, crying out Eli's name as he came. 


Once the aftermath of his climax has subsided a bit, John sat up. Eli was lying next to him. The blond looked 


down at the brunet who was obviously also in need of release. 
"| want to taste you," John said, awaiting a sign from the younger guy that he was ok with that. 


Eli looked up and stared into John's eyes. He didn't need to speak. His look was a clear seal of approval for John 
to go ahead. 


John proceeded to remove Eli's underwear and then sat on his heels in between his legs. He paused for a 
moment, taking in the sight of Eli lying in front of him, naked and fragile-looking. It was the first time he was 
seeing him this way. 


"You're a real work of art, you know that?," John commented with a low voice, admiring the flushed expression 


that appeared on Eli's face. 


The blond leaned over let one of his hands trail down Eli's chest, feeling the tickle of the soft little patches of 
hair that were adorning his pale skin. When his hand reached his crotch, he wrapped it around the base of his 
cock and as he bent down, he slowly took Eli's length in his mouth. The younger man gasped at the contact and 
instinctively put his hand over his mouth to silence himself. John glanced up to see Eli's reaction and stopped 
what he was doing. He moved up a little, crawling over the brunet with a wolfish grin. 


"Oh, no... lim gonna want to hear you," John said as he removed Eli's hand from his mouth. 


John settled back lower on the bed where he was before and returned his attention and his mouth to Eli's 


erection. 


The younger guitarist was soon panting heavily, moaning his approval for whatever John was doing to him and 
lifting his hips from the mattress. Careful not to let him come yet, John slowed down his oral ministrations, 


much to Eli's disappointment. 

"Why do you stop?,” the brunet complained as he caressed John's white hair. 

"Catching my breath.. And keeping you in check a little longer," the blond said with a smirk. 

The younger guitarists eyes were glued on John. He had never been in such a situation with a guy. It had 
never felt so good when a girl went down on him. Besides the novelty of being with another man, Eli had never 
really been seriously with anyone. He had never felt the same connection than what he had with John with 
anyone else. Sharing something physical and intimate with someone for whom he seemed to have strong 


feelings was a very different experience, something he couldn't get enough of. 


John dipped his head back in-between Eli's legs but didn't go back to his cock right away. Instead, his mouth 


trailed slowly across his inner thighs, sucking on the pale soft skin, while his hands were caressing his hips. 
"Please, John..." Eli moaned. "T-Take me back in your mouth.. That was unbelievable.. | want to feel this again." 
The older guitarist couldn't help but smile at Eli's plea. His lips traveled up towards his dick. The blond placed 
one hand at the base and licked the underside of Eli's cock a few times, punctuating his mistreatment with 
brief sucking movements on the tip. It was infuriatingly teasing for Eli who didn't know how much longer he 
could stand this. 

"John, am.. 'm gonna.. | can't hold it anymore." 

When he heard this, John changed tempo and pinned Eli down forcefully on the mattress while he took him 
fully in his mouth again, sensing that the younger guitarist was tensing up and would probably soon climax. The 
blond didn't need to bob his head up and down for too long as Eli finally came in his mouth. 

"Oh, yeahl.. Johnny... Yes..." Eli breathed out. 

Johnny? John thought to himself. Eli had never called him that before. Now that he was thinking about it, he 
had always corrected people who would try to call him that. Only his parents had called him this way and that 
was only when he was a kid. 


The blond was lying next to him when the brunet opened his eyes and was coming down from his high. 


"You're fucking handsome like this," John said while running a hand in Eli's wavy hair. 


"It was so different from what | remember sex was like,’ Eli commented. 
"You called me ohmy" 

"What?" 

The blond laughed and tucked a strand of hair behind Eli's ear. 

"When you came, you called me vohmy:" 

‘Oh? ... lim sorry," Eli said. 


"IFs ok.. H's just that nobody calls me like this. It will be something only you do.. Only when we're getting a bit 


passionate, ok?" 

Eli laughed in turn. If that was a bit passionate, he was wondering what very passionate must be like. 
"Sure. You'll just be Johnny in the bedroom." 

"We can do that in other rooms too.” 

"My apartment is small and not that comfy," Eli replied. 

"My place is bigger. You'll have to come and visit. More rooms to try." 

Eli stretched and yawned and turned towards John. 


‘lm scared of falling asleep now," the younger guitarist whispered. "What if you're not here anymore when | 


wake up tomorrow?" 
"I'll be here, don't worry," John told him. "I promise.” 
"Ok." 


Eli closed his eyes and fell asleep almost right away. 


The morning 


After dropping Eli at the restaurant in the morning, John drove back to his apartment to try to figure out 
what he was supposed to do. He was in the same situation as Eli but for him, since it had been a much 
shorter time away, it was like he had never left the living world except of course for the fact that he had no 
band anymore and therefore no job. Also he had nobody to turn to. Thankfully, he had still some cash from 
when he had gotten the record deal with his band, so he was ok for a few months but he'd better have a 


record deal again soon. 


John considered his situation like a challenge and he was determined to make it work it. He spent most of the 

day rummaging through his old demo material and music recordings. Most of the things he had were with his 
band, so he could not reuse them. He would have to record new songs. That didn't bug him too much because 
he had some decent equipment in his apartment to do that and he had come up with a lot of new material and 


ideas while Up Here where he was spending most his days playing guitar, alone or with Eli. 


It was fun to play with Eli. In his former band, he was the only guitarist and it was only back in his late high 
school years, ten years ago or so, that he remembered playing in his bands where there were two guitarists. 
Back then, he was the lead guitarist and he wouldn't have considered anything else. Things were different now. 
He wanted to speak with Eli and ask him if he would agree to play in a band with him. They would make a hell 
of a duo and they would take turn at playing solo. It worked perfectly well when they were jamming so why not 
on a record and live? Producers like Mike Varney and others were always after fresh talents and even if he 
was not so young, teaming up with Eli, who John thought had so much unexploited potential yet, had to lead 
them to something. 


At 5 o'clock in the afternoon, John was back at the restaurant to pick up the brunet after his day. 


‘Its great to have a taxi waiting for me," Eli said while sitting in the car. "| have dinner too," he added showing 


a plastic bag with leftovers from the restaurant. 
"Nice. Do you want to visit my place?," John proposed. 


"| don't work tomorrow, so why not? But can we pass by my place first? | want to change and shower. | stink 


of fries." 

"Its not that bad. But sure." 

After a detour by Eli's place, they drove to John's apartment. It was a bigger place with two bedrooms and it 
was located in a nicer area of town Eli seemed impressed when he walked in. It was nothing really fancy but it 


was definitely much better than his small apartment. 


"You must have found that my place is a real dump versus this," Eli said as he walked in. 


"No, don't worry. | couldn't have afforded a place like this if | hadn't made the record with the band. So let's 
enjoy it while it lasts." 


After they ate dinner, Eli set up his gear and plugged his guitar. He had brought it and one of his small amps 


so they could spent the evening jamming. 
"I thought of something Today," John said when joining him in the living room. 
"About?" 


"What about trying together to get a new record deal? It's pretty cool to play with you and | think we'd do a 
hell of a band." 


Eli stared at him a little surprised. 

"Huh.. Just two guitars?" 

"We can find a drummer and a bass player. Studio musicians or people like us, who are good and have no band. 
Believe me, when they'll hear us play, they'll know how good we are and people will want to be in if we record 
an album." 

"You're serious?" 

"Yes, of course," John added. "We sound great together." 


"As long as you don't ask me to sing..." Eli said with a laugh. 


"We could start by recording some songs just the two of us. We send them around. | still have contacts from 
before, when we were not signed and just searching." 


"Yeah, but they won't know you. Remember what they told us before sending us back?" 


"I know. Its ok. We can say we got their names via someone else. It doesn't matter. People refer each other all 


the time” 
The brunet nodded 

'So you say yes?," John asked 

"Its worth trying, | guess. And | like playing with you’ 


"Cool! One thing though. Give up your day job. We'll be busy full time playing and recording and after that, 


chasing people and trying to get gigs to show our faces around clubs and so on" 


"I can't, John. How am | going to pay my rent?" 
John wasn't sure how Eli would take it but he thought it was a good idea to ask him to move here with him. 


"You could live here with me. | have some money to pay the rent for the next b months. We'll just have to 


make it by then’ 

"And.. What if we don't make it?" 

"We'll both end up doing the dishes at some diners" 

"Im a waiter, that's much better paid than dishes," Eli corrected him jokingly 
"| don't want to lose time. If you don't work there, we can focus on this" 


| have a little bit of money that | saved but not much. | wanted to use it to go record some demo in a good 
studio." 


"We can do some of that here. It won't be perfect but it will be good enough to introduce ourselves, believe 


me. Keep your money for other stuff" 
"You make it sound like it's almost easy and it's going to work out for sure," the brunet said with a smile. 
"Ht will. I'll make it work for us." 


John and Eli spent the evening jamming and rehearsing, starting to inventory what songs they had written 


individually and what they could do together. 


They hadn't seen how fast the evening had passed and around | o'clock in the morning, both men started to 
feel too tired and notice how much their hands and fingers were aching. They crashed in John's bed together, 
too exhausted to think of anything else than a good night's sleep and the fact they didn't have to get up early 
the next day. 


The morning after, Eli woke up first. It took him a few seconds to realize where he was. John was still deep 
asleep next to him. That left Eli all the time he wanted to admire the blond's tattoos. He turned to his side to 
have a better look at John who was lying on his back. The younger guitarist had feelings for him, he was sure 
about it. Maybe moving in with him was a stupid and rushed decision but it sounded like it would be fun and he 
would say yes. Also, the way John had spoken to him yesterday had made him hopeful things would turn out 
right finally. John seemed to do that to him. He was his guardian angel after all, and Eli felt nothing wrong 
could happen to him now that John was by his side. 


The brunet's hand brushed over John's stomach and traveled up. He had never thought he would fall in love 


with a guy but there he was. John was so different, so unlike him in many ways except for their shared 
passion for music and guitar and Eli liked to think about being touched by the same hands that were playing so 
well and could keep up with him in a jam session. 

Eli's caresses slowly woke up John. He hadn't opened his eyes yet but he was awake. He still pretended to sleep 
though, in order to see what Eli would do next. He felt soft hair brush against his face when the younger 
guitarist leaned closer and his mouth touched his lips for a quick peck. 

"Good morning," Eli whispered. 

"Mmmh... ‘morning... 

"Slept well?" 

"Very well. You?" 

"Yes.. Sorry | woke you up," Eli said. 

"You're not sorry. You were doing it on purpose," John replied with a smile as he opened his eyes. 

Eli bit his lip and didn't say anything but he knew John was right and he was actually quite happy to linger in 
bed with John this morning. John was warm and it felt good to have his body next to his and wake up this way 
without rushing and worrying too much about his future. 

The brunet moved closer and started to kiss John. This time, it was a long and deep kiss. The other guitarist 
enjoyed the moment and let Eli set the pace. When Eli broke the kiss, John took the chance to push Eli on his 
back and rolled over him. He lifted himself up a little to hover above the younger guitarist and admire the 
view. 

"Nice way to wake up.." 


"Do you want to make it nicer?," Eli asked. 


"How much nicer?," John asked before lowering his face towards Eli's and tugging gently on his lower lips with 


his teeth. 
The brunet blushed. 
"Whatever you want," Eli replied while letting his hands slide down over John's back and hips. 


John's cock hardened at the answer. The way the younger guitarist was looking at him and how he seems 


ready to give himself to him was too tempting. 


"| wanna do many things with you." 
"What things?," Eli asked with a little bit of a shaky voice. 
The blond's dark eyes were piercing through him. 


"I want to touch you like you've never been touched.. | want to be inside you.. | want to feel you inside me 


too... 


Johr's stare and words were sending chills across Eli's body. Curiosity, desire, anticipation, fear. It was a mix of 


emotions that Eli wasn't controlling very well 

"Can you.. show me? Teach me?" 

"Now?" 

"Yes... Now." 

John rolled off on his side of the bed and swiftly removed his boxers. He opened the drawer of his bedside 
table and got some lube and condoms out. When he turned around, Eli was sitting on the other side of the bed 
removing his underwear as well. Eli's cock was already hard. Despite the apprehension, he was clearly turned on 
by whatever it was that John wanted to do with him. 

"Do you want me to turn? | lie on my stomach?," Eli asked looking already a bit flustered. 


"No, just lie on your back," John said. 


Eli looked surprised but complied. John scooted over and sat on his heels in-between Eli's legs. He leaned over 


and kissed him. 

"Relax. I'm not gonna fuck you, yet," John said with a smirk 

"What then?" 

The younger guitarist was nervous even if he wanted to try new things with John. 


"These are not only good on a fretboard," the blond said while brushing his fingers on Eli's lips. "You're gonna 


love it, so don't worry.” 


John never thought he'd have so much patience but it turned out he actually enjoyed taking things slow with 
Eli. He took his time that morning. He let his hands discover the brunet's body gradually, bringing him on the 
brink of orgasm just by using his fingers, then letting the younger guitarist feel what it is like to be inside 
another guy as he straddled him and let Eli fuck him slowly. The blond was of course dying to reverse the 


roles but he figured it was best to first make sure that Eli was at ease with him and the possibilities that 
sleeping with another guy was offering. 


It was a whole new world that was opening up to Eli. Strangely enough, the younger guitarist started to think 
that he didn't miss his life of before so much. He surely still missed his family and few close friends but his 
new life with John was like a brand new chapter. It was almost as if his erroneous and untimely death had 
been a blessing and gave him the opportunity to meet John and start again on a different path. Playing guitar 
with someone else and starting a band was a novelty just as much as sleeping with a guy. The blond knew a lot 


about both aspects and Eli had started to notice that John was a dedicated teacher in both subjects. 


The concert 
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Three days later, one of the clubs where Eli had already played a couple of times called him in the afternoon 
as one act that was supposed to play that night had cancelled last minute. He accepted and told the club owner 
but that he would be performing with another guitarist. The club owner said this was no issue and that's how 
John and Eli had their first live gig in a small club of LA. It wasn't a paid concert but it was live practice and 


it meant being heard and seen which was exactly what they needed for the moment. 

The audience was the usual local crowd you'd expect to find in a bar and live music joint. They had been 
distractedly listening to the previous band playing and continued to do so when John and Eli took the stage. 
That had only lasted for the first two songs. As the two guitarists warmed up and found their pace live, the 
audience started to cheer and really watch and listen to them. Even with a small crowd like those 80 or so 


people, John and Eli had felt the energy and the good vibes of performing live. 


When they were back home after their little success and playing together on stage for the first time, Eli's 


mind was still buzzing with enthusiasm. 


"They liked it, really! They liked us! Did you hear them? And those few guys who came to speak with us at the 


end of our set?" 

John was smiling at the sight of Eli being so excited and psyched. He didn't have a huge experience playing live 
but he had done quite a few concerts with much bigger audiences. Yet, he had to admit that there had been 
something a bit magical tonight for the two of them. 

"So you're sure you want to do that kind of stuff for the rest of your life?" 

"Of course!" 

John had just removed his jacket when he felt Eli approach and hug him from behind. 


"There's something else | wanna do..," the younger guitarist whispered next to John's ear. 


The blond turned around and stared into Eli's brown eyes. The usual chocolate brown color of his irises looked 


lighter and he could swear he saw nuggets of copper and gold sparkle in them. The excitement from the gig 


had clearly not yet subsided, or maybe it was something else that was now keeping Eli high on adrenaline. 
John cupped Eli's face in his hands. 
"What do you wanna do?" 


John was waiting to hear Eli tell him what he wanted and he was hoping it was the same thing he wanted right 
now. 


"|. | want you." 
"You want me how?" 
"l. | want you inside me..." 


The blond squeezed Eli right against him and walked him backwards to their bedroom. 


A few hours later, John woke up a bit startled. It took him a moment to emerge from his dream. He didn't 


remember what it was about exactly but it was definitely something nice. 


The dream may have been pretty nice but reality was even better as John had just awoken to find Eli sound 
asleep lying on top of him, his head resting on John's chest. 


The warmth of the younger guitarist's naked body was just enough to leave him linger in a hazy but 
comfortable half-asleep and half-awake state of consciousness. The room was pitch dark and it was quiet, 
except for the rain that was hitting the window. 


John's senses were slowly waking up. He felt the softness of Eli's skin under his touch, his hands resting on the 
small of the brunet's back. He let one hand run up his spine, all the way to his neck and further in his hair. 


The contact with the silky hair triggered a series of vivid images and memories flashing in John's mind. 


Eli's open mouth, breathing out heavily, his eyes glistening with lust and a mixture of pleasure and distress. 
The brunet's arms pulling him closer, his short fingernails digging in his sides and Eli's back arching as the 
blond started to thrust in him slowly. The look on Eli's face when John pushed his arms up, pinning his wrists 
above his head with one hand, forcing him to let go with nothing to hold on to. The way the younger guitarist's 
body started to relax and sync with the blond's movements as he was losing himself to John. The taste of his 


lips as John drank up Eli's moans and sighs till his final cry when he came. 
It hadn't been a dream. The blond didn't remember he ever felt so high from pure physical pleasure before. 


John sighed and closed his eyes, enjoying the tickling feeling of arousal that was spreading across his body. He 
could sense his cock starting to harden again at the thoughts of what he had just experienced with Eli a few 


hours ago but he knew there was no reason to rush things. There would be many more nights and there 


would be tomorrow morning. 


He savored the moment and continued to pet Eli's hair with one hand and caress the perfect curve of his ass 


with the other. He kept his strokes featherlight to avoid waking up Eli. 


John had seen angels Up Here but he considered that the brunet he had fucked tonight was the most heavenly 
and attractive creature he had ever met. Eli was all he wanted to think about as he was trying to fall back 


asleep and hopefully dream about their night once more. 


The angel 
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John's plan and focused approach soon started to pay off. A few weeks after Eli had moved in with him, they 
had several songs recorded. They were working on more but what they had already was more than enough to 
showcase what they were capable of. They were going around contacting record companies and producers as 
well as club owners to get gigs around town. They were not picky about where they were asked to play and 
even whether they were paid for it. That helped a lot in getting them gigs on a regular basis. Words of mouth 
began to spread that their duo was the latest hot little thing in town when it came to guitar virtuosity. 


After almost three months of hectic running around, their assiduity was rewarded and Shrapnel Records 
signed them. The irony of the situation was that it was the same label that had signed Eli before he had died. 
That had happened under his former name, Jason Becker, of course. Now he was presenting himself as Eli and 
when the various talent recruiters and agents of the company met him, it was indeed as if they had never 


heard or seen him. 


They got signed by the company as a guitar duo under their band name, Heaven € Hell Their album was 
recorded and produced swiftly in a just a few weeks, with the help of a drummer and a bassist that they had 
recruited during their first months of searching around the city for gigs and hanging around with other 


musicians. 


The album garnered very good reviews among the industry and fans of instrumental guitar. They hadn't 
become big rock stars but they were regularly playing live. They even generated interest from guitar brands 
to get endorsements and be provided with instruments and more material than they ever dreamed of. They 
could live from their music and enjoy life. In addition to their album and concerts, they were also going around 
the country for promotional concerts and clinics organized by their endorsing guitar brands. John had also been 


offered teaching slots at the GIT, which helped them get some additional money. 


Fast forward two years later. They had moved into a new nicer apartment in which they had installed 


improved recording equipment and John had also started to play with a band that needed a new guitarist. 


If John was doing more than fine with his various music ventures, Eli's career had really taken off. He had 
been approached by several known bands and artists to join them for tours or recordings. The brunet was 
taking his time to decide with whom to work and for what project. He liked to get John's input on the 


opportunities even if he would take the final decision. 


Regardless of the route he would take to continue his career, Eli wanted to continue to play with John too. 


Whenever they would have time, they would sit together and record a few songs to put another album out as 


Heaven £ Hell It was fun and it was just the two of them doing the thing they liked best, just like when they 


met and started jamming together. 


One evening late at night, John and Eli were driving back from a party. Eli had fallen asleep in the car while 

John was driving. Suddenly, the car changed trajectory. As they entered into a curve towards the left, the car 
drove off the road to the right, missing the curve completely and heading into the edge of the road that was 
overlooking a cliff. The car drove through the wood barrier and plunged into the valley. Everything went so 

fast that John didn't really have time to realize what was happening. Similarly, Eli, who was sleeping, only woke 
up when the car hit the wood barrier and drove through it, falling into the void. It was dark all around and Eli, 
half asleep still, barely noticed what occurred. It was only when he saw the blond's face and smoke coming out 


of the front of the car that he understood that something was wrong. 
"Eli! Are you ok?," John asked a little panicked. 
"Yes.. Yes, l'm ok. You?" 


"| think so, yeah.. | just don't know where we are or what happened," John said as he looked around and felt 
completely disoriented. 


They both exited the car and checked where they had ended up. It was dark and it seemed they were in a 
narrow alley surrounded by tall dark brick buildings. There was a big metal door in one of the tallest but 
dirtiest buildings. It looked like a giant vault door. As they approached, the door opened and a silhouette came 
out. They had a hard time to see what was inside the vault because a column of bright fiery light blinded 
them for a few seconds. As their eyes got adjusted to the light, they distinguished a walking figure coming out 
and approaching. 

"Well, well, welll.. I'll be damned.. Mr. 5, how nice to see you again," a familiar voice said. 

The figure walked closer to the two men. Now they could see who it was and there was no possible mistake. 
"Dave!" John exclaimed. 

"Where are we?," Eli asked. 

Dave snickered and walked closer to the younger guitarist. 

"Where the hell do you think you are, pretty boy?" 


Dave let out a devilish laugh. 


"Eternity was fucking boring without him. You gotta admit, John, he is so nice to look at. And great to listen to 


as well." 


"He wasn't supposed to die so young. What did you do? The angel told us he sent him back to live till.” 

"Yeah, blah blah blah.. | know! | was there, remember? But you see, John, | am no longer on duty Up Here. Now, 
| manage things Down Here, and the big boss Down Here, she doesn't give a flying fuck about an angel's 
promise." 


"He doesn't belong here, and me neither," John reminded him. 


"You don't get to decide, but if you really insist, | can send you Up Here again. But I'll keep the kid here with 


me. I'll take good care of him." 
"John, no! | don't want to lose you again! Stay here, please." Eli pleaded. 
"Look at this," Dave snickered. "You two love birds are quite something, you know?" 


"Why are we here?!" John yelled when he finally lost his cool and grabbed Dave by the collar of his jacket to 


push him against the wall. 
"Don't touch mel," Dave screamed back, pushing John away from him quite violently. 


John fell on the ground and saw Dave grab Eli and pull him away through the vault door before he had time 
to get back on his feet and stop him. 


Eli awoke with a jolt. He sat straight in the car seat when he saw where he was. John had noticed he had 
suddenly woken up and looked a him quickly while he was still driving. 


“Are you alright?" 

It wasn't the first time that Eli was dreaming about Up Here or Dave. It wasn't so common but it would 
usually occur a few times per year, usually when he was more stressed out or had been drinking a bit too 
much. He wasn't a big drinker and he had probably overindulged at the party. He knew the nightmare meant 
nothing but it still gave him chills to think that someone or something could try to separate him from John. 
“Yeah... I'm ok.. I'm fine. Just a nightmare." 


“Sorry, we'll be home in twenty minutes or so." 


Eli nodded and tried to calm down but the car going down the winding road reminded him too much of the 


dream he just had and the car accident that had led them to hell’ 


“Can you.. Can you stop and park somewhere?" 


John turned again to look at Eli, thinking he wasn't feeling good. 

"You're sick?" 

“No, but.. Please, John 

Eli didn't look like he was joking. John wasn't sure what was happening but he managed to find a emergency 
parking spot on the side of the road in one of the longer curves. He stopped the car and looked at Eli who was 
pale as a ghost. 

“What's going on, Eli?” 

“Its the dream.. The nightmare. We were in the car like this and we drove off the road and fell and. 
“Hey, hey.. Calm down.. It was just a dream“ 

“It felt real. What if.. It's a premonition?" 

“Eli, why do you think this?" 

"In the dream.. Dave was there, he was in hell and... 

“It was just that. A dream.. Eli, do you dream of him? Like did it happen before?" 

The younger guitarist looked away, through the window. 

“Not often but it happens." 

“You should tell me." 

“| just drank too much, | guess." 


The brunet still looked shaken. John open the door on his side and went out. He walked around to Eli's side and 


opened the door as well. 

“Come out, get some fresh air," he told the brunet. 

Eli reluctantly stepped out of the car. He didn't like being so close to the edge of the cliff, even if there was 
still a few feet and a wood panel to ensure that people wouldn't get where they shouldn't. John could see he 
didn't want to move away from the car and figured he was a little scared of heights, so probably not the best 


spot to have stopped but there weren't many other places he could have parked on this road. 


The brunet grabbed John by his arm and pulled him close while he leaned on the side of the car. 


“Promise me we'll be together forever," Eli asked 


"| promise I'll never leave you," John answered. “But you know one day we'll be gone for good and we'll get back 
Up Here and then to Heaven" 


“What if something else happens?" 


“What else could happen? We both died and came back. There's not much else we can go through at this 
point," John said trying to lighten the mood a little. 


"Do you think Dave will still be there when we go back, after we die?" 

"| don't know. Don't think about this, ok?" 

He took Eli's face in his hands. 

“You have plenty to live for. Don't worry." 

“You know how long | have. | know you're not supposed to tell me but.. Do we have a lot of time?" 


The blond closed his eyes and sighed. It was the first time Eli ever mentioned the subject and asked about that 


since John had joined him back three years ago. 
"You know | can't say anything and | won't because | don't wanna risk losing you or be taken away from you." 


Eli shrugged. He knew he shouldn't have asked but he felt so suddenly helpless and fragile that he wanted to 
have any reassurance that his life with John, the way it was going for now would still continue for a long 
while. John didn't make any further comment on the subject. He never really wanted to think about the fact 
that one day it would be over and they would have to go back Up Here. It was like for everyone else, except 
that they had died already and somehow that made it much more palatable when he was thinking about death 
again. John much preferred to think about his current life with Eli. He knew they still had 27 years to live 
together and he was trying his best to make each moment count. 27 years was a lot and it was not much at 


the same time. He just couldn't say anything to Eli. 

“Let's get back home. We'll go to bed and relax, ok?" 

Eli nodded but didn't let go of John. 

“Ok, but before we go, give me a kiss, like the first time we kissed Up Here.” 


John smiled and pressed himself a little closer. 


“You mean the first kiss | gave you or the first one you gave me?" 
“Both.” 


One of the blond's hands traveled up to Eli's neck and caressed him there for a moment. Soon John's lips were 
brushing on his and kissing him slowly. The brunet melted into the embrace. He wrapped his arms around John 
and let his hands rest on his back. His fingers were stroking the used fabric of John's long leather coat when 
they made contact with something soft and unexpected at the level of his shoulder blades. 


The younger guitarist opened his eyes and glanced above John's shoulder while he was being kissed. He saw 
something sticking out behind John’s back. It was not very clear and perhaps he was just imagining it but from 
what he saw, he would have sworne it looked like white wings. Eli moved again his fingers on John's back and 
felt the soft sensation still there, right in the middle of his back He had no idea what he touched a few 
seconds ago but now, with what he had seen, he could clearly recognize what was brushing against his 


fingertips. The softness of feathers that were likely covering angels’ wings. 
Eli couldn't believe it. 

“Johnny, you." he began to whisper against John's mouth. 

The blond didn't let him finish. 


“Shh... Just kiss me..." 


Eli hesitated for a split second There was no way he could actually tell John what he thought he had just seen 


and experienced so he just went with what he knew he could understand and manage and kissed him back. 


